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EACH DAY, DEAR ONE, A POEM READ: 

THIS IS THE TASK I SET FOR THEE. 

OF GRIEF OR SORROW TAKE NOT HEED, 

TURNING THESE PAGES EAGERLY. 

**LOVE WILL FIND OUT THE WAY," ONCE SANG 

A POET — YEARS AND YEARS AGO, — 

WHAT TIME THE DAINTY BLUE-BELLS RANG 

A CALL TO LOVERS, SOFT AND LOW 

DEAR, MAY THESE POEMS GOOD AND TRUE, 

KINDLING A FIRE EVERY DAY, 

BE OF SUCH COMFORT, HELP, TO YOU,— 

TURNING DECEMBER INTO MAY,— 

THAT LIFE WILL NOT QUITE PERFECT BE, 

IF 'TWIXT THE RISE AND SET OF SUN, 

EACH DAY YOU DO NOT*THINK OF ME, 

AND READ OF THESE SWEET POEMS— ONE. 
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Come, Love, into the woods with me ! 
Under the pine-trees sit thee down ; 
'Tis Summer-time, when trembling ferns 
Bespeak the presence of sweet love, 
Awakened by the whispering breeze 
That toys and plays coquettishly. 
The pregnant earth is full of life ; 
The running brook will welcome thee. 
And by its side we 'II rest awhile, 
Reading this Book of Love, Dear Heart, 
'Tis Heav'n on earth within the woods. 
In July time, to wander thus. 
Away from care, from others' touch. 
Alone with thee and silence sweet, -• — 
A silence speaking more than words I 
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Jfulg TO MY WIFE. 

jFirst. 

T F oft I string sweet thoughts on threads of rhyme, 
It is to fashion jewels for your heart, 
Which you may wear when we are far apart, 

And fancy back again the golden time. 

Along fair paths lit by the sun of May 

Your memory may tread, and words that tell 
In gentle cadence all you know so well 

Will make your heart recall the love-lit day : 

" This verse he wrote when first we met, and this 
Upon that wondrous evening when his love 
Burst almost sobbing from the soul that strove 

To find on earth the dream of heavenly bliss." 

Thus unto you each word is glorified, 
And every poem wears the aureole 
Your loving heart and your responsive soul 

Give to the trifling rhymes that else had died. 
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Julg NOW. 

^ecoulr. 

/^UT of your whole life give but a moment ! 
^-^ All of your life that has gone before, 
All to come after it, — so you ignore, 
So you make perfect the present ; condense, 
In a rapture of rage, for perfection's endowment, 
Thought and feeling and soul and sense. 
Merged in a moment which gives me at last 
You around me for once, you beneath me, above me, — 
Me, sure that, despite of time future, time past, 
This tick of our life-time's one moment you love me ! 
How long such suspension may linger? Ah, Sweet, 
The moment eternal — just that and no more — 
When ecstasy's utmost we clutch at the core, 
While cheeks bum, arms open, eyes shut, and lips meet ! 



3ttls BABY, OR BIRD. 

Eljirti. 

" "D UT is he a Baby, or a Bird ? " 

Sometimes I fancy I do not know ; 
His voice is as sweet as I ever heard. 
Far up where the light leaves blow. 

Then his lovely eyes, I think, would see 
As clear as a Bird's in the upper air ; 

And his red-brown head, it seems to me, 
Would do for a Bird to bear. 



(f^n a Miniature of S0^ Wiitu 5 

" If he were a Bird," you wisely say, 

" He would have some wings to know him by." 
Ah, he has wings that are flying away 

Forever; — how fast they fly ! 

They are flying with him, by day, by night ; 

Under suns and stars, over storm and snow, 
These fair, fine wings, that elude the sight, 

In softest silence they go. 

Come, kiss him as often as you may, — 
Hush, never talk of this time next year, 

For the same small Bird that we pet to-day, 
To-morrow is never here ! 



ON A MINIATURE OF MY WIFE, 

3fttlg 
iFouttfj. 

VT'ES, there 's the cheek, the placid eye, 

The softly shaded hair, 
The smile, the lip ; yet tell me why 

Seems something wanting there ? 
Ah, needless question ! Wherefore ask ? 

How can the pencil trace 
The fond affection, the calm Love 

That sanctifies her face ? 
Oh, art is strong from time and death 

The outward charm to win, 
But vainly does it strive with life 

To paint the heart within ! 



^ebm timti iFourt^flpaternit?* 



SEVEN TIMES FOUR, — MATERNITY. 

iFiftfj. 

T T EIGH HO ! daisies and buttercups, 
■*• ■*• Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall ! 
When the wind wakes how they rock in the grasses, 
And dance with the cuckoo-buds slender and 
small ! 
Here *s two bonny boys, and here 's Mother's own 
lasses. 
Eager to gather them all. 

Heigh ho ! daisies and buttercups, 

Mother shall thread them a daisy chain ; 
Sing them a song of the pretty hedge-sparrow 

That loved her brown httle ones, loved them full 
fain ; 
Sing, " Heart, thou art wide, though the house be but 
narrow, " — 
Sing once, and sing it again. 

Heigh ho ! daisies and buttercups. 

Sweet wagging cowslips, they bend and they bow ; 
A ship sails afar over warm ocean waters. 

And haply one musing doth stand at her prow. 
O bonny brown sons, and O sweet litde daughters, 

Maybe he thinks on you now ! 



Confiftanc^« 



Heigh ho ! daisies and buttercups, 

Fair yellow daffodils, stately and tall, 
A sunshiny world full of laughter and leisure. 

And fresh hearts unconscious of sorrow and 
thrall ! 
Send down on their pleasure smiles passing its measure, 
God that is over us all ! 



jfttig CONSTANCY. 

i5iit|. 

T^EAR ! if you change, I *11 never choose again ; 
■■^ Sweet ! if you shrink, I '11 never think of love ; 
Fair ! if you fail, I '11 judge all beauty vain ; 
Wise ! if too weak, more wits I -11 never prove. 
Dear ! Sweet ! Fair ! Wise ! change, shrink not, nor 

be weak : 
And, on my faith, my faith shall never break. 

Earth with her flowers shall sooner heaven adorn ; 
Heaven her bright stars through earth's dim globe 

shall move ; 
Fire heat shall lose, and frost of flame be born ; 
Air, made to shine, as black as hell shall prove ; 
Earth, heaven, fire, air, the world transformed shall 

view, 
Ere I prove false to faith or strange to you. 
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3ul2 LAURESTINUS. 

OW empty seems the firelit room, 
Where half in glow and half in gloom 

Her life's mute tokens lie ; 
An open desk, a book laid down, 
A mantle dropped, of gold and brown, 

The bloodhound watching by. 

An easel veiled, and thereupon 
Her finished work, a victory won 
By months of honest toil, — 
The fair fulfilment of her dreams 
Among her native woods and streams, 
Far from th^ world's turmoil. 

Beside the bloodhound's mighty jaw 
Her flower has dropped ; with tender awe 

I mark the hardy spray 
Of laurestinus, glossy green, 
White flowers and tiny buds between, 

All pink as unblown May. 

I dare not touch the pretty prize, 
O'erwatched by those half open eyes ; 

But looking on the flower, 
It seems most meet that she should wear 
This blossom, blown in winter air 

And washed by winter's shower. 



^nttetinni. 



No rose for her of ruddy hue, 

With thorns to pierce, as love's thorns do, 

Or steep the soul in sense ; 
No lily trembling on its stem, 
However meet such diadem 

For her white innocence. 

But this bright, hardy evergreen. 

That holds its blossoms white and green 

Above the dark, damp mould, — 
That shows alike to sun and shower 
Its glpssy leaf, its pearly flower. 

Through all the winter cold. 

It asks no shelter from the storm ; 
She seeks no love to keep her warm. 

But love of closest kin, — 
The crown of work, its blessed cares, 
The smile of Heaven, the poor man's prayers, 

Are all she strives to win. 

And so she fares alone, apart, 
Life-consecrate to God, to Art, 

And giving both her best ; 
She wears, afar from worldly strife, 

The blossom " of a blameless life ' 

Upon her quiet breast. 
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Mg A BABY'S SMILE. 

lEiflljtlj. 

A S through the busy street I pass, 

Often, in sun or rain, 
I mark some pleasant household group 

Behind a window-pane. 
The mother is politely blind ; 
The father does not see ; 
But if I note a Baby there. 
The Baby smiles at me. 

Dear sinless soul of babyhood ! 

She does not coldly wait 
To ask about my bank account, 

Or bonds, or real estate ; 
With small soft face against the pane, 

And dove-like coo the while, 
She beckons with her dainty hand, 

And answers back my smile. 

She does not scorn my glance because 

She never heard my name. 
Nor query of my social place. 

Nor question whence I came ; 
No tedious rule of etiquette 

Restrains her loving grace. 
Or chills the winning smile that lights 

Her lovely wild-flower face. 



to ttie Belobeb. n 

She knows me by that nameless sense, 

That wisdom sweet and fine. 
Which babies have ere time has spoiled 

Their innocence divine ; 
That strange, unerring magnetism 

Which some kind angel sends, 
By which all sinless things perceive 

And recognize their friends. 
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3ttl5 TO THE BELOVED. 

Nintlj. 

|H, not more subtly silence strays 

Amongst the winds, between the voices, 
Mingling alike with pensive lays, 

And \^ith the music that rejoices, 
Than thou art present in my days. 

My Silence, life returns to thee 

In all the pauses of her breath. 

Hush back to rest the melody 
That out of thee awakeneth ; 

And thou, wake ever, wake for me. 

Full, full is life in hidden places, 

For thou art silence unto me. 
Full, full is thought in endless spaces. 

Full is my life. A silent sea 
Lies round all shores with long embraces. 

Thou art like silence all unvexed, 

Though wild words part my soul from thee ; 
Thou art like silence unperplexed, 

A secret and a mystery 
Between one footfall and the next. 
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Most dear pause in a mellow lay, 

Thou art inwoven with every air ; 

With thee the wildest tempests play. 
And snatches of thee everywhere 

Make little heavens throughout a day. 

Darkness and solitude shine, for me. 

For life's fair outward part are rife 
The silver noises ; let them be. 

It is the very soul of life 
Listens for thee, listens for thee. 

O pause between the sobs of cares ! 

O thought within all thought that is ! 
Trance between laughters unawares ! 

Thou art the form of melodies, 
And thou the ecstasy of prayers. 
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3fuljj IN FAIRY-LAND. 

Eentij. 

LITTLE knight and little maid 

Met on the rim of Fairy-land. 

A rippling stream betwixt them played ; 

The little knight reached out his hand, 

And said, " Now may I cross to you, 
Or will you come across to me? " 

Out spoke the little maiden true : 

" Sir Knight, not this nor that can be ; 

" For I am here white flowers to sow. 
That little maidens far behind, 

Or wandering on the plains below, 

Their pathway up the hill may find. 
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** And you are there good work to do, — 
To clear the brambles from the way, 

That little knights who follow you 

May not upon the mountains stray. 

" But see ! the stream, as up we climb, 

Is narrowing to a rivulet. 
Hark ! airy bells above us chime, 

And nearer every hour we get 

" Up where the fountain falls in gold 

It lies, — the cool, sweet Fairy-land, 

Where child-hearts never can grow old ; 
And we will walk there, hand in hand. 

'* And in that country strange and blest, 
We '11 find some lovely work to do 

For many an earth-bewildered guest, — 
For wearier folk than I or you. 

" And upward, upward as we go, 

The fairy-secret we shall guess, — 

The secret that we almost know, — 
Of living other hearts to bless. 

" Sweet voices call us through the air ; 

New languages we understand. 
Is this our own world, grown so fair? 

Sir Knight, we are in Fairy -land 1 " 
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3ulg YEAR AFTER YEAR. 

X/'EAR after year the cowslips fill the meadow ; 
Year after year the skylarks thrill the air ; 
Year after year, in sunshine or in shadow, 

Rolls the world round, Love, and finds us as we 
were. 

Year after year, as sure as birds* returning, 

Or field-flowers* blossoming above the wintry 
mould, 
Year after year, in work, or mirth, or mourning, 

Love we with love's own youth, that never can 
grow old. 

Sweetheart and ladye-love, queen of boyish passion. 
Strong Jiope of manhood, content of age begun. 

Loved in a hundred ways, each in a diffisrent fashion, 
Yet loved supremely, solely, as we never love but 
one ! 

Dearest and bonniest ! though blanched those curling 
tresses. 
Though loose clings the wedding-ring to that thin 
hand of thine, — 
Brightest of all eyes the eye that love expresses ! 

Sweetest of all lips the lips long since kissed 
mine! 



a spotljer'* ilJame. is 

So let the world go round with all its sighs and sin- 
ning, 
Its mad shout o'er fancied bliss, its howl o*er 
pleasures past ; 
That which it calls love's end to us was love's begin- 
ning,— 
I clasp my arms about thy neck and love thee to 
the last. 



jfulg A MOTHER'S NAME. 

T LOVE the sound ! the sweetest under Heaven 
That name of Mother, and the proudest, too. 

As babes we breathe it, and with seven times seven 
Of youthful prayers and blessings that accrue 

We still repeat the word with tender steven. 

Dearest of friends ! Dear Mother ! what we do 

This side the grave in purity of aim 

Is glorified at last by thy good name. 

But how forlorn the word, how full of woe. 

When she who bears it lies beneath the clod ! 

In vain the orphan child would call her so, — 

She comes not back ; her place is up with God. 

The wintry winds are wailing o'er the snow ; 

The flowers are dead that' once did grace the sod. 

Ah, lose not heart ! Some flowers may fade in gloom ; 

But hope 's a plant grows brightest on the tomb. 
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3uls IN SHADOW. 

Eljirtcentfj. 

/^ THOU, whose precious memory needs no speech, 
^^ While Love which follows it none can impart, 
If these poor words may find thee where thou art. 
What they would say, but cannot, needs must reach 

Thy being's core. The grief which moans in each 
And chokes its own best utterance, the smart 
That stings beyond all telling, thy true heart 

Will to itself with faultless prescience teach. 

Small meaning may they to all else transmit ; 

But thou wilt in them seem to touch my hand 
And seek my glance to cure the woe in it. 

Even though tears be unknown in that land, 

Thine eyes must fill, since, reading what is writ, 
What is not written thou wilt understand I 



3ulu LITTLE BOY BLUE. 

J^ottrt«nt!j. 

T T NDER the haystack Little Boy Blue 

Sleeps with his head on his arm, 
While voices of men and voices of maids 
Are calling him over the farm. 
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Sheep in the Ineadows are running wild 

Where poisonous herbage grows, 
Leaving white tufts of downy fleece 

Oa the thorns of the sweet wild rose. 

Out in the fields where the silken corn 
Its plumed head nods and bows, 

Where golden pumpkins ripen below, 
Trample the white-faced cows. ^ 

But no loud blast on the shining horn 

Calls back the straying sheep, 
And the cows may wander in hay or corn, 

While their keeper lies asleep. 

His roguish eyes are tightly shut ; 

His dijppies are all at rest ; 
The chubby hand, tucked under his head, 

By one rosy cheek is pressed. 

Waken him ? No. Let down the bars, 

And gather the truant sheep ; 
Open the barnyard, and drive in the cows, 

But let the little boy sleep. 

For year after year we can shear the fleece, 

And corn can always be sown ; 
But the sleep that visits Little Boy Blue 

Will not come when the years have flown. 
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Julg MY CHILDREN. 

JFiftwntfj. 

'T^HEY are a beauteous family, 

•^ Sweet sisters and brave brothers ; 

Too many for one house, you see, 
And so I have to let them be 
In care of other mothers. 

They go by other names than mine ; 

But names have little meaning, — 
They know me by some secret sign ; 
And roseleaf cheeks and fingers fine 

Toward me come clinging, leaning. 

None of them all I claim alone, — 

With other hearts I share them ; 
But this the common lot is known : 
All mothers, when their babes are grown. 
To the wide world must spare them. 

My loveliest children never go 

Out of my happy dwelling ; 
No mortal parentage they know, 
Though on the walls " Correggio " 
And " Raphael '* you are spelling. 

Not quite so dear as flesh and blood. 

They are to me most real. 
In them I see Heaven's childhood bud, 
These little human stars that stud 
The skies of the ideal. 



S0^ Cl^tlfiren. 19 



That land of glorious mystery 
Whither we all are wending, 

A lonely sort of Heaven will be, 

If there no baby-family 

Awaits my love and tending. 

Windows of mansions in the skies 
Must glow with infant faces, 

Or somewhere else is paradise ; 

The lovely laughter of their eyes 
Lights up all heavenly places. 

My darlings ! by my mother-heart 

I have found, I shall find them, 
Though some from me are worlds apart, 
And thinking of them, tears will start 
Into my eyes and blind them. 

O little ones whom I have found 

Among earth's green paths playing, 
Though listening far behind, around, 
They bring me still the sweetest sound, — 
Words I have heard you saying. 

little ones whom I shall see 

On floors of golden glory, 

1 guess how fair your looks will be 
When your sweet voices lisp to me 

Your beautiful new story. 
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It was a little Child who swung 
Wide back that City's portal, 

Where hearts remain forever young ; 

And all things good and pure among, 
Shall childhood be immortal. 



I 



jfttlg MY MOTHER. 

Sbiitttni\) 

THINK of thee 

When summer clouds are flying. 

The blue beyond them lying, 

Emblem of purity, 

Faith, and all constancy, 
Is not more true to Heaven than I to thee. 

I think of thee 
When all the world is resting. 
And sleep my sense investing, 

Sends visions bright ; 

And darkening night, 
With all its terrors, flees at thought of thee. 

I think of thee. 
Within this heart, my Mother, 
Thy place yields to no other. 

And still and rife 

Through all my life, 
Shall be the memory and love of thee. 
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Stiig TO THE BEST BELOVED. 

• ••••• 

r\ BEST Beloved, it were a bliss 
^^ As pure as aught the angels feel 
To think in after days of this ! 

Should time a strength in me reveal 
To fill with worthy thoughts and deed 

The measure of my high desire, 
To thee were due the glorious meed, 

Thy smiles had kindled first the fire. 

But if the starry courses give 

No eminence of light to me. 
At least together we may live, 

Together loved and loving be ; 
At least what good my spirit knows 

Shall seek in thee a second birth, 
And in thy gentle soul's repose 

I '11 wean me from the things of earth. 

Even now begins that holy life ; 

For when I kneel in Christian prayer, 
Thy name, my own, my promised Wife, 

Is blent with mine in fondest care. 
Oh, pray for me that both may know 

That inward bridal's high delight. 
And both beyond the grave may go 

Together in the Father's sight. 
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Ms MY MOTHER'S PICTURE. 
Siflfjtemtij. 

T TOW shall I here her placid picture paint 

•*■ -^ With touch that shall be delicate, yet sure ? 

Soft hair above a brow so high and pure, 
Years have not soiled it with an earthly taint, 
Needing no aureole to prove her saint ; 

Firm mind that no temptation could allure ; 

Soul strong to do, heart stronger to endure ; 
And calm, sweet lips, that utter no complaint. 

So I have seen her, in my darkest days 

And when her own most sacred ties were riven, 
Walk tranquilly in self-denying ways. 
Asking for strength, and sure it would be given ; 
Filling her Hfe with lowly prayer, high praise, — 

So shall I see her, if we meet in Heaven. 



3fulg WILLING. 

Ntnetemtlj. 

rP HE wind wails sadly from the distant seas, 

The wind sobs lowly through the leafless trees, 

Their voice the only sound that stirs the gloom 

That shadow-like hangs o'er the silent room ; 

And in my solitude I sit and muse, 

How all would change for me, so I could choose 

One hand to turn the lock, one voice to cheer. 

One step to measure music for my ear ! 
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Dear, the great chair stands empty by the hearth ; 
The blaze you love leaps up in fickle mirth ; 
»How the dark curls would show against the red, 
If 'gainst yon cushion leant the proud young head ! 
How the blue eyes would 'neath their lashes shine, 
And the rare smile flash out to answer mine, 
If the strong yearning could but prove its might, 
And bring you to me for an hour to-night ! 

I have so much to ask, so much to say! 
I tire of dreaming night and haunted day ; 
'T is not so very much to ask of fate. 
I know her bonds are strong, her law is great ; 
I make no struggle Against her stern decree. 
I ask one hour — no more — for you and me ; 
The whole world narrows to one passionate wish : 
A pool makes ocean for one little fish. 

I push aside the curtain : in the skies 

Pale, 'mid the driving clouds, the pale moon lies, 

Steadfast, or shining lone in gleamy space, 

Or when the blackness sweeps across her face ; 
So, amid hope, care, trouble, joy, or pain. 
Unshaken monarch of my life you reign. 
Does the deep longing make its power known, — 
The centred will call to you : ''^Come, Mine Own? " 
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mu DOLLY. 

J!n»enttetf|. 

"pvEAR little Dolly, pink and white, 

^^ Plays with her kitten from morn till night. 

Over and under the chairs it steals, 

Wars with a handkerchief, runs and reels, 

Purrs as she fondles its plumy hair, — 

Never was seen such a pretty pair. 

Dear little Doll, you 're a woman grown 
(Listen, and let your kitten alone) ; 
What you are, how you come to be, — 
That is the puzzle that puzzles me. 

Hair the color of blossomed lime 

Matches blue eyes like rhyme and rhyme. 

Pink little bud of a mouth, — 't is choice 

For such a sweet little fluty voice : 

These are appropriate, I '11 allow ; 

Then why should you have that classic brow? 

Delicate feet for tripping toes, — 

But how do you come by a Roman nose ? 

That profile for a fay like you ! 

Had Lucretia a kitten too ? 

How shall I best express your sweetness ? 
How shall I render its incompleteness ? 
What comparison must I fetch ? 
Shall I say you are just a sketch ? 
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Only a sketch. To spoil were crime. 
Who shall finish it } Love, or time ? 

Time, My Dear, is a painter Dutch, 

Owns a very laborious touch. 

Very minute effects he tries, 

With a deal of drawing about the eyes. 

Not one touch of his work he '11 slur, 

And never misses the character. 

But he works so slowly that all the bloom 

Dies off a peach in his painting-room. 

Love belongs to a different school, 
Works regardless of every rule ; 
But let his critics say what they list. 
Love is a grand impressionist, 
Handles the sketch, and hour by hour 
Glows the canvas with growing power. 
The picture 's finished within a day, — 
No sooner finished than given away. 

Only, Dolly, when all is told. 

And the picture mounted (in black or gold), 

When all are praising the flawless face 

And quaint precision of dainty grace, 

Shall I wish — when wishing is all in vain — 

To see the sweet little sketch again? 
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julg DAY-DREAMS. 

UST within the cottage door 
Baby plays upon the floor, 
While the mother, with her knitting, 
On the low door-step is sitting, 
And the golden summer day 
With the twilight slips away. 

Building castles in the air, 

Seeing visions bright and fair, 

In that golden hour hazy. 

Till the busy hands grow lazy, 

And her work unheeded lies 

'Neath her far-off dreamy eyes. 

No more toiling day and night, 
But a life so fair and bright 

That, without a stint of measure, 

She is drinking deep of pleasure, 

In that visionary sphere 

Which her dreaming brings so near. 

She is plucking at her ease 

Golden fruits her taste to please ; 
She is lifted in her vision 

To the far-off bright Elysian, 
While the twilight slowly dies, 
And gray shadows fill the skies. 
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But hark I that merry shout, 

On the night breeze ringing out, 

Sets the bright air-castle falling, 

For the fisher's voice is calling ; 

And the mother's dreams are o'er, — 

She 's the fisher's wife once more. 

Back again from marble halls. 
Snug within her cottage walls, 

Where Baby must be tended 

And homespun garments mended ; 

And her day-dreams thus are done 

With the setting of the sun. 



\ 



jfttlg REUNION. 

nPHIS hath all been before ; and thou and I 

Were all in all unto each other ; 
And yet, when first my eager eye 

In this life on thee fell, keen bliss did smother 
Old memories, till my dull heart deemed 
This our first meeting, as it seemed. 

This shall all be again ; passed over deaths, 
New futures blessed await us, Dearest ; 
Though lives shall pass like fleeting breaths. 
In every parting still thou nearest. 

But sure I must remember, Sweet, 
All that has been, when next we meet ! 
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3ulg LITTLE BROWN HANDS. 

'T'HEY drive home the cows from the pasture, 

Up through the long, shady lane, 
Where the quail whistle loud in the wheat-fields, 

That are yellow with ripening grain ; 
They find, in the thick, waving grasses, 

Where the scarlet-lipped strawberry grows ; 
They gather the earliest snowdrop. 

And the first crimson buds of the rose. 

They toss the new hay in the meadows ; 

They gather the elder bloom white ; 
They find there the dusky grapes purple 

In the soft-tinted October light ; 
They know where the apples are ripest. 

And are sweeter than Italy's wines ; 
They know where the fruit clusters thickest 

On the long, thorny blackberry vines. 

They gather the delicate seaweeds, 

And build tiny castles of sand ; 
They pick up the beautiful sea-shells. 

Fairy barks that have drifted to land. 
They wave from the tall, rocking tree-tops, 

Where the oriole's hammock-nest swings, 
And at night-time are folded in slumber 

By a song that a fond mother sings. 
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Those who toil bravely are strongest ; 

The humble and poor become great ; 
And so from these brown -handed children 

Shall grow mighty rulers of state. 
The pen of the author and scholar, — 

The noble and wise of the land, — 
The chisel, the sw6rd, and the palette 

Shall be held in the little brown hand. 



I 



3ul2 EPITHALAMIUM. 

2rtoents«jfotirtf|. 

SAW two clouds at morning, 
Tinged with the rising sun ; ' 

And in the dawn they floated on, 
And mingled into one. 
I thought that morning cloud was blest, 
It moved so sweetly to the west. 

I saw two summer currents 

Flow smoothly to their meeting, 

And join their course with silent force, 
In peace each other greeting. 

Calm was their course through banks of green, 

While dimpling eddies played between. 

Such be your gentle motion 

Till life's last pulse shall beat, — 

Like summer's beam and summer's stream, 
Float on, in joy to meet 

A calmer sea, where storms shall cease, — 

A purer sky, where all is peace. 
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3ulg AN INTERIOR, 

^bientasjiftfj. 

HE lamp burned bright on the table, 

And the curtains were closely drawn, 

While the wood-fire crackled upon the hearth, 

Of hickory logs long-sawn. 
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And the shelves of books, o'ercrowded, 

Looked a welcome as though they spoke, 

As the old high clock in the corner 
Gave forth its nine-o'clock stroke. 

And the portrait above the mantel 
Gazed down in ancestral pride, 

And smiled at the wild-flowers set on the desk. 
Some well-known ink-spots to hide. 

And a terrier lay on the rug, 

Close crouched to his mistress's chair ; 
But his eyes held out an expectant look. 

Which he seemed to want her to share. 

And she paused in the book she held. 
As a sound she listened to hear; 

And the dog gave a start and a bark of joy 
As the carriage-wheels drew near. 

And they crunched on the gravelled path, 
And stopped the front door beside, — 

And a cheery voice and a well-known step, 
And a door flung open wide. 
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Jfulg ON APPLEDORE. 

/^OME thou with me, Dear Love, and see the day 
^^ Die on the sea, and o*er the distant land 
This last faint glow of twilight fade away, 

The while I hold in mine thy gentle hand. 

The lessening light gleams on yon leaning sail ; 

Slowly the sun has sunk beyond the hill, 
And sombre night in silence draws her veil 

Over us two, and everything grows still, 

Save when the tide, with constant ebb and flow 

Of wandering waves that greet the steadfast shore, 

Flashes fair forms of foam that falling throw 
Their ardent arms round rocky Appledore. 

Faint comes the cry of wild fowl in their flight. 
And chirp of crickets in the clover by ; 

A meteor falls across the face of night, 

Sweeping its silver shower through the sky ; 

Or like the thread of a delicious dream 

Some far-off sand-bird pipes its evening song. 

While overhead the stars of heaven beam. 

And bright Arcturus leads the sparkling throng. 

Low whispering by us with a silent kiss 

Comes the sweet south-wind o'er the slumb'ring 
sea; 
Thou Dearest ! can such a perfect joy as this 

Be always mine, to drift through life with thee? 
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Juls LOVE ME A LITTLE. 

T OVE me a little, — love me as thou wilt, 
■^ Whether a draught it be of passionate wine 

Poured with both hands divine, 
Or just a cup of water spilt 

On dying lips and mine. 
Give me the love thou wilt, 
The purity, the guilt, 

So it be thine. 

Love me a little. Let it be thy cheek 

With its red signals, that were dear to kiss ; 

Or if thou mayest not this, 
A finger-tip my own to seek. 

At nightfall when none guess. 
Eyes have the wit to speak, 
And sighs send messages. 

Even give less. 

Love me a little. Let it be in words 

Of happy omen heralding thy choice, 

Or in a veiled sad voice 
Of warning, like a frightened bird's. 

How should I not rejoice. 
Though swords be crossed with swords. 
And discord mar lovers chords, 

And tears thy voice ? 
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Love me a little. All my world thou art, 

Thy much were heaven, thy little earth shall be. 

If not eternity, 
Then time be mine, the human part, — 

A single hour with thee. 
Love as thou wilt and art, 
With all or half a heart, 

So thou love me. 



Jttig DREAM KISSES. 

€tonttS[«£ijBf)tf;. 

HO is that kissing our baby, 

Fast asleep in her bed ? 

Some little dream-angel, maybe, 

Hovering overhead. 
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For if you listen you '11 hear her 
Kissing so soft and light, 

When there is nobody near her. 
All alone in the night. 

Yet see those two purple pansies 
Lying close to her ear ; 

She told them funniest fancies, 

Thinking that they could hear. 

Look at their queer little faces, — 
How like babies they seem ; 

Maybe they crept from their places. 
Kissed her soft in her dream. 

3 
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jfttlg HEARTSEASE. 

Cbimtg-Ntntfr: 

/^F all the bonny buds that blow 
^^ In bright or cloudy weather, 
Of all the flowers that come and go, 

The whole twelve moons together, 
The little purple pansy brings 
Thoughts of the sweetest, saddest things. 

I had a little lover once, 

Who used to give me posies ; 
His eyes were blue as hyacinths, 

His lips were red as roses. 
And everybody loved to praise 
His pretty looks and winsome ways. 

• 
The girls that went to school with me 

Made little jealous speeches, 
Because he brought me royally 

His biggest plums and peaches. 
And always at the door would wait 
To carry home my books and slate. 

" They could n't see " — with pout and fling 

" The mighty fascination 
About the little snub-nosed thing, 

To win such admiration. 
As if there were n*t a dozen girls 
With nicer eyes and longer curls ! " 
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And this I knew as well as they. 
And never could see clearly 

Why more than Marion or May 
I should be loved so dearly. 

So once I asked him why was this ; 

He only answered with a kiss, 



Until I teased him, " Tell me why ; 

I want to know the reason ; " 
When from the garden bed close by 

(The pansies were in season) 
He plucked and gave a flower to me, 
With sweet and simple gravity. 



" The garden is in bloom," he said, 
" With lilies pale and slender. 

With roses and verbenas red. 

And fuchsias' purple splendor ; 

But o/er and above the rest 

This little heartsease suits me best." 



"Am I your little heartsease, then?" 
I asked, with blushing pleasure. 

He answered yes, and yes again, — 
Heartsease and dearest treasure ; 

That the round world and all the sea 

Held nothing half so sweet as me. 
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I listened with a proud delight 

Too rare for words to capture, 

Nor ever dreamed what sudden blight 
Would come to chill my rapture. 

Could I foresee the tender bloom 

Of pansies round a little tomb? 

Life holds some stern experience, 

As most of us discover, 
And I Ve had other losses since 

I lost my little lover ; 
But still this purple pansy brings 
Thoughts of the saddest, sweetest things. 



Ms LONGINGS. 

Cijirttetfj. 

TT would have been so easy, O My Owii, 

"*" For my life lived beside you to have grown 
All I am fain to make it without you ; 
For your sweet womanhood had kept me true 
To its own faith. But, Dearest, since for long 
My youth must mourn you, show your face among 
The sad sights of my life, and let my sleep 
Keep you as long, Love, as a dream may keep. 
And so your seen sweet face, your soft voice heard. 
Shall make each loveless look and bitter word 
Less hard for me to bear. O my own Sweet, 
Pray you that God will shortly guide my feet 
Beyond this rough world's desolate waste ways 
Where death hath' peace for all unquiet days ! 



iLittlf l&o^. 37 



Jttls LITTLE BOY. 

T ITTLE boy, whose great, round eye 
"^ Hath the tincture of the sky, 
Answer now, and tell me true, 
Whence and what and why are you ? 
And he answered, " Mother's boy." 

Yes, yes, I know ; 

But 't was not so 

Six years ago. 
You are mother's anxious joy, 

Mother's pet ; 

But yet — 
A trouble came within the eye 
That had some tincture of the sky. 

I looked again ; within that eye 

There was a question, not reply. 
I only shaded back his hair, 

And kissed him there ; 

But from that day 
There was more thinking and less play ; 

And that round eye, 
That had a tincture of the sky, 
Was somewhat shaded in its sheen : 
It looked and listened far away, 
As if for what cannot be seen. 
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When I turned about and cried, 

But who am I, 
Prompting thus the dawning soul? 
/cannot hide 
The want of a reply, 
Though travelling nearer to the goal 
Where we take no note of time. 
I can only say, I AM, — 
A phrase, a word, that hath no rh)m[ie, 
The name God called Himself, the best 
To answer the weak patriarch's quest. 



" Why talk nonsense to a child ? " 

Asks the mother from the fire. 

Listening through both back and ears. 

Listening with a mother's fears. 

" Already is he something wild, 

Says that he can fly downstairs I 
I do desire 

You questioning men would have a care. 

He is my child, my only one ; 

You '11 make him try to touch the sun ! " 
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// was late in summer, and the grass again 
Had grown hnee-^eep : we stood. My Love and /, 
A while in silence where the stream runs by. 

Idly we listened to a plaintive strain, — 

A young maid singing to her youthful swain. 
Ah, me ! dead days remembered make us sigh. 
And tears will sometimes flow, we know not why : 

If spring be past, I said, shall love remain ? 

She moved aside ; yet soon she answered me. 
Turning her ga^e responsive to mine own : 

Spring days are gone ; and yet the grass, we see. 
Unto a goodly height again hath grown : 

Dear Love, just so love's aftermath may be 
A richer growth than e'er spring -days have 
known. 



CHILDREN'S SLUMBER SONG. 

August 
Jiwt. 

A LL the lambs in all the folds are sleeping by their 
mothers; 
All the birds with golden wings have tucked their 
heads from sight ; 
Far away and near at hand, let sisters wee, and brothers, 
Kiss, with lips like rosebuds cleft, and bid the 
world good-night. 

All the stars in fields above shine out like jewelled 
flowers ; 
Wheresoe'er the flowers be, they fold their petals 
up; 
While silently and tenderly steal on the dreaming hours. 
When all the merry little ones have spied the 
Lethe cup. 

One by one, with soundless feet, go forth the slumber 
angels, 
And sift the silver sand of rest o'er all the quiet 
land ; 
Till cheeks are flushed and voices hushed, and, with 
their sweet evangels, 
The happy messengers have lulled each darling 
household band. 
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auflturt A FANTASY. 

T SIT beside my gentle one : 
•^ Her band is laid in mine ; 
And thus we watch the parting sun 

In golden haze decline. 
Across the fields the shadows creep, 

And up the misty hill ; 
And we our twilight vigils keep 

At our own cottage-sill. 

The distant brooklet's murmurs come, 

Like bell-notes, through the leaves, 
And many an insect's lazy hum 

Its dreamy music weaves. 
The dove's last, note, in rippling beats, 

Upon the air departs ; 
The breath of all our garden sweets 

Is creeping to our hearts. 

The russet woodbine round our porch 

In clustering ringlets twines ; 
The honeysuckle's crimson torch 

Gleams through the dusky vines ; 
The sunset rays are trembling now 

Amid the trellis-bars, — 
They paint upon my darling's brow 

A glory like the stars. 
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Her cheek is nestling on my breast, 

Her eyes are bright with tears ; 
A prayer, half breathed and half represt, 

My listening spirit hears. 
Oh, blessed be the changeless love 

That glorifies my life ! 
All doubt, all fear, all guile above, — 

My own true-hearted Wife ! 



^UflttSt 



COUNTING BABY'S TOES. 

T^EAR little bare feet, 
^^ Dimpled and white, 
In your long nightgown 

Wrapped for the night. 
Come, let me count all 

Your queer little toes. 
Pink as the heart 

Of a shell or a rose. 

One is a lady 

That sits in the sun ; 
Two is a baby ; 

And three is a nun ; 
Four is a lily 

With innocent breast ; 
And five is birdie 

Asleep on her nest. 






L' 



^ufltttt LOVE NOT ME. 

JFourtlj. 

OVE not me for comely grace, 

For my pleasing eye or face, 

Nor for any outward part, — 

No, nor for my constant heart ; 

For those may fail or turn to ill, 

So thou and I shall sever. 

Keep therefore a true woman's eye, 

And love me still, but know not why ; 

So hast thou the same reason still 

To dote upon me ever. 



THE CHILDREN IN THE MOON 

^ugtmt 



JFifti). 



TT ARKEN, child, unto a story ! 
For the moon is in the sky, 
And across her shield of silver 
See two tiny cloudlets fly. 

Watch them closely, mark them sharply, 
As across the light they pass : 

Seem they not to have the figures 
Of a little lad and lass ? 

See, My Child, across their shoulders 
Lies a little pole ! and lo, 

Yonder speck is just the bucket, 
Swinging softly to and fro ! 
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It is said these little children, 

Many and many a summer night, 

To a little well far northward 

Wandered in the still moonlight. 

To the wayside well they trotted, 
Filled their little buckets there ; 

And the moon-man, looking downward, 
Saw how beautiful they were. 



Never is the bucket empty, 

Never are the children old ; 

Ever when the moon is shining 
We the children may behold, 

Ever young and ever little, 
Ever sweet and ever fair ! 

When thou art a man, My Darling, 
Still the children will be there. 

Ever young and ever little, 

They will smile when thou art old ; 
When thy locks are thin and silver. 

Theirs will still be shining gold. 

They will haunt you from their heaven, 
Softly beckoning down the gloom. 

Smiling in eternal sweetness 

On thy cradle, on thy tomb ! 
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Sluflust CIRCE. 

• • • •• • • 

\ X /"HERE is My Love ? Does some one cry for me, 
not knowing whom he calls ? Does his soul cry 
for mine to grow beside it, grow in it? 
Does he beseech- the gods to give him me, 
the one unknown rare woman by whose side 
no other woman, thrice as beautiful, 
should once seem fair to him ; to whose voice heard 
in any common tones no sweetest sound 
of love made melody on silver lutes, 
or singing like Apollo's, when the gods 
grow pale with happy listening, might be peered 
for making music to him ; whom once found 
there will be no more seeking anything ? 

O Love, O Love, O Love, art not yet come 
out of the waiting shadows into life ? 
Art not yet come after so many years 
that I have longed for thee ? Come ! I am here. 



O sunlike glory of pale glittering hairs, 
bright as the filmy wires my weavers take 
to make me golden gauzes ; O deep eyes, 
darker and softer than the bluest dusk 
of August violets, darker and deep, 



like crystal fathomless lakes ia summer noons ; 
O sad sweet longing smile ; O lips that tempt 
my very self to kisses ; O round cheeks, 
tenderly radiant with the even flush 
of pale smoothed coral ; perfect lovely face, 
answering my gaze from out this fleckless pool ; 
wonder of glossy shoulders, chiselled limbs, — 
should I be so your lover as 1 am, 
drinking an exquisite joy to watch you thus 
in all a hundred changes through the day, 
but that I love you for him till he comes, 
but that my beauty means his loving it ? 



aiugttjrt A HUSBAND'S HOMILY. 

O HE whom you loved and chose is now yoiir bride, 

*^ The gift of Heaven, and to your trust consigned ^ 
Honor her still, though not with passion blind ; 
And in her virtue, though you watch, confide. 

Be to her youth a comfort, guardian, guide. 
In whose experience she may safety find ; 
And whether sweet or bitter be assigned, 
The joy with her, as well as pain, divide. 

Yield not too much if reason disapprove. 

Nor too much force ; the partner of your life 
Should neither victim be, nor tyrant prove. 

Thus shall that rein which often mars the bliss 

Of wedlock scarce be felt ; and thus your wife 
Ne'er in the husband shall the lover miss. 
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^uflturt TO-DAY IN A GAR DEM. 

Eifiijti). 

^"* 0-DAY in a garden I heard a complaining, 

And little tears dripping as if it were raining. 
And there sat a lady-bug under a leaf 
With a spider's web handkerchief, sobbing with grief. 
I stopped all astonished, and asked her, " What is it ? " 
And she said, '* Little AUie 's gone off on a visit 
For six weary weeks ; and oh, how shall I bear it ? 
The sunshine 's not bright without AUie to share it/' 

I met an old crow in the midst of the meadow : 
He stood on one leg like a sulky black shadow. 
And croaked as he stood there, so solemn and sober : 
" Allie is gone till the first of October ! " 
The bumble-bee heard it, the Ibolish old hummer, 
How AUie was gone for the rest of the summer. 
" Six weeks without AUie 1 I wish they were over ! " 
He boomed out his grief in the depths of the clover. 

The wren wiped his eye with the tip of his feather : 
'•' I 'd rather have six weeks of hard rainy weather ! " 
The rose in the woods told her buds to stop blowing : 
" For AUie can't see them, and what 's the use growing ! " 
There was also a firefly, young and romantic. 
When he heard she was gone, he was very near frantic ; 
A-thinking of AUie, he sat up aU night. 
And wept tiU his tears nearly put out his light 
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A butterfly, too, vvith some gold on his wings, 
When he heard that Allie had gone to the Springs, 
Was cross as a griffin for half of an hour, 
And made up a face at a sweet little flower, 
A dear little lily that grew in the valley, 
And told it, it was not so pretty as Allie. 

Nt)w, there was a green grasshopper sat in the stubble. 
Sat still there and listened, with long legs bent double ; 
And when all the creatures had finished their grumbling, 
She set off a-hopping, without ever stumbling ; 
She left bugs and birds, bees and blossoms, behind her, 
And cried, as she vanished, " I '11 hop till I find her ! '* 



^uflUBt LOVE'S ALMANAC. 

T TE came ; and down through the gathering shadows 
■*• -^ The stars flashed far with a sudden light ; 
Sweet perfume stole from the damp, dark meadows, 
Glory and gladness filled the night. 

He went ; and over the morning's splendor 

A darkness swept to its shining rim ; 
Earth's throbbing heart-beats, glad and tender, 

Hushed to a silence deep and dim. 

Ah, Dearest Love ! The ebbing and flowing 
Of time and its seasons are nought to me ; 

Still is it winter when thou art going, 

And summer whenever thy face I see. 

4 
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August INTROSPECTION. 

• ••••• 

TTOW is it, I wonder, hereafter? Faith teaches us 

-■^ little, here, 

Of the ones we have loved and lost on earth : do you 

think they will still be dear ? 
Shall we live the lives we might have led ? Will those 

who are severed now, 
Remember the pledge of a lower sphere, and renew 

the broken vow? 
It almost drives me wild to think of the gifts we throw 

away, 
Unthinking whether or no we lose life's honey and 

wine for aye ! 
But then, again, ^t is a mighty joy — greater than I can 

tell — 
To trust that the parted may some time meet, — that 

all may again be well. 
However it be, I hold that all the evil we know on 

earth 
Finds in this violence done to Love its true and legiti- 
mate birth ; 
And the agonies we suffer, when the heart is left alone, 
For every sin of humanity should fully and well atone ! 
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^ttfiturt INEVITABLE. 

lEIeijfntl). 

'T'O-DAY I was so weary, and I lay 

-*• In that delicious state of semi-waking, 

When baby, sitting with his nurse at play, 

Cried loud for " Mamma," all his toys forsaking. 

I was so weary, and I needed rest. 

And signed to nurse to bear him from the room. 
Then, sudden, rose and caught him to my breast, 

And kissed the grieving mouth and cheeks of 
bloom. 

For swift as lightning came the thought to me, 
With pulsing heart-throes and a mist of tears, 

Of days inevitable that are to be. 

If my fair darling grows to manhood's years, — 

Days when he will not call for " Mamma " ; when 
The world, with many a pleasure and bright joy, 

Shall tempt him forth into the haunts of men, 
And I shall lose the first place with my boy ; 

When other homes and loves shall give delight ; 

When younger smiles and voices will seem best. 
And so I held him to my heart to-night, 

Forgetting all my need of peace and rest. 
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THE MEETING IN THE LANE. 

Etoelftfj. 

T X /"E were to meet at sunset down the lane, 
^ ^ To tread once more that pathway in the shade 
Of the old trees, — old chestnut- trees, — that there, 

Meeting overhead, a rustling archway made. 
Lovely the scene, the hour no less, as sank 

Sound into silence, into shadow, light ; 
Meek nature seemed to hold her breath in awe, 

Shrinking affrighted from approaching night. 

As paled the last red cloud in heaven, she came, 

Her light step quickening as she onward drew ; 
The face she met me with was sadly gay, 

And my lip trembled, for her thoughts I knew. 
The morrow was to be our wedding-day, 

And this fair summer's night brought to its close 
The long, sweet story of our love : the thought 

Was joy, yet sadness dashed it as it rose. 

Twas sad to feel our pleasant meetings o*er, 

Though came no more the grief that bade us part ; 
It had become the habit of our love, — 

Ah, me ! the love of that fond, gentle heart ! 
No storm of fate could shake it where it grew, 

Or strew the lovely blossom that it bqre ; 
She loved as woman rarely loves but once, — 

A love that asks return, and asks no more. 



V 
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We met in silence, and a moment's space 

Each stood with downcast eyes; the time had 
been 
Our joy had flooded forth in words, but now 

It seemed beyond all language, calm, serene ; 
It was an earnest of what life would be, — 

The placid feeling that inspired each breast. 
I took her hand, I drew her to my side : 

" Dear Love ! " Her raised eyes, tearful, spoke 
the rest. 



august INCENSE. 

STftirtemtfj. 

'T'RUE Heart, upon the current of whose love. 

My days, like roses in a summer brook, 

Float by, in fragrance and in melody, 

Take these unworthy symbols of my soul, 

Made precious by the Heavenly faith of thine ! 

Take them ; and though a face of pain looks through 

The marble veil of words, thy heart will know 

That what was shadow once is sunshine now, 

And life all peace and beauty and content, 

Redeemed and hallowed by thy sacred grace. 

Thrice happy he, who, favored child of fate, * 

Finds his Egeria in a mortal guise, 

And, hearing all the discords pf the world 

Blend into music round his haunted way, 

Knows hope fulfilled, and bliss already won ! 
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august THE FOOTPATH. 

iFourteentfj. 

• • • • • ■ 

/^UR path looks out on the wide sea, 
^^ And knows not of the land ; we sit 
For hours in silent revery, 

To watch the sea, and pulse with it ; 
Its deep monotonous refrain 
Brings melancholy, almost pain. 

We scarcely wish to speak or move, 
But just to feel each other there ; 

And sense of presence is like Love, 
And silence more than prayer. 



The wind is low now ; even here, 

Where all the breezes congregate, 
The softest warbler need not fear 

To linger with its downy mate ; 
And here, where you have longed to be 
So many weeks and months with me. 

Sit silently, or softly speak. 

Or sing some air of pensive mood, 

Not loud enough to mar or break 
This delicate solitude. 
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Are we not happy ? Sun-lit air, 

Soft color, floods of dewy light, 
A flowery perfume everywhere, 

Pour out their wealth for our delight. 
Through dreary hours of snow and sleet 
The hope of these winged winter's feet : 

We have them now ! The very breath 
Of nature seems an altar-fire 

That wakes the bright world's heart from death 
To satiate our desire I 



LOVE KNOWS BUT ULTI MATES. 

3lttfiUSt 

JFifteentfj. 

T OVE knows but ultimates ; for Love is deep, 

"^ And depth forever unto something strains 
That measures it above. No dreamt-of gains 

Have power to lull its longing into sleep. 

The singing of its silence strikes a steep 

To which the roar of shallows ne'er attains, 

And its soul-cry a thunder-song sustains 

Whose echoes shake the wings that circling sweep 

Through skies eterne. Yet such is but the glow 
That holds to evidence the power within ; 

It is the fret of life to overthrow 

The outward influence of world and sin, 

Enveiling soul-depths calm as mountain's snow. 
And full of peace as prayers of cherubim. 
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3luflu«t FAIRER THAN THEE, 

^txteenti). 

T^AIRER than thee, Beloved, 
■■" Fairer than thee ? 

There is one thing, Beloved, 
Fairer than thee. 



Not the glad sun, Beloved, 
Bright though it beams ; 

Not the green earth, Beloved, 
, Silver with streams ; 

Not the gay birds, Beloved, 

Happy and free : 
Yet there 's one thing, Beloved, 

Fairer than thee. 

Not the clear day, Beloved, 
Glowing with light ; 

Not (fairer still, Beloved) 
Star-crowned night. 

Truth in her might. Beloved, 
Grand in her sway ; 

Truth with her eyes, Beloved, 
Clearer than day, 
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Holy and pure, Beloved, 

Spotless and free, 
Is the one thing. Beloved, 

Fairer than thee. 

Guard well thy soul, Beloved ; 

Truth, dwelling there, 
Shall shadow forth, Beloved, 

Her image rare. 

Then shall I deem, Beloved, 

That thou art she ; 
And there '11 be nought, Beloved, 

Fairer than thee. 



aus«»t A ROSE, 

^eijenteentfj. 

T AST night a little rose of Love was laid 

"^ Softly in this poor hand by one who knew 

Not what most gracious breeze from heaven blew 

The blossom in his path ; but since he said 

All loveliest things he summoned to his aid 

To win me, let the fragrant flower, that grew 

Surely in paradise to help him woo 

And gain his wish, be mine ; then, half afraid, 

Here on my breast I laid it, where it glows 

With such rich, sudden beauty that my eyes, 

Quickened by some new instinct, recognize 

What is indeed my own ; for the fair rose. 

The rose of Love, bewilderingly sweet, 

From my own heart had fallen at his feet ! 






I \ 
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mngtttt LULLABY. 

C WEET and low, sweet and low, 
*^ Wind of the western sea ! 
Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the western sea ! 
Over the rolling waters go ; 
Come from the dying moon, and blow, 

Blow him again to me ; 
While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps. 

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest. 

Father will come to thee soon ; 

Rest, rest, on Mother's breast, 

Father will come to thee soon, — 

Father will come to his babe in the nest ; 

Silver sails all out of the west, 
Under the silver moon ; 
Sleep, ray little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep. 



a«fiugt HIS SHARE AND MINE. 
Nineteentlj. 

T T E went from me so softly and so soon. 

'■' ^ His sweet hands rest at morning and at noon ; 

The only task God gave them was to hold 
A few faint rosebuds — and be white and cold. 



\ 
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His share of flowers he took with him away : 
No more will blossom here so fair as they. 

His share of thorns he left, — and if they tear 
My hands instead of his, I do not care. 

His sweet eyes were so clear and lovely ; but 
To look into the world's wild light and shut : 

Down in the dust they have their share of sleep : 
Their share of tears is left for me to weep. 

His sweet mouth had its share of kisses, — oh ! 
What Love, what anguish, will he ever know ? 

Its share of thirst, and murmuring, and moan, 
And cries unsatisfied, shall be my own. 

He had his share of summer. Bird and dew 
Were here with him, — with him they vanished too. 

His share of dying leaves and rains and frost 
I take, with every dreary thing he lost. 

The phantom of the cloud he did not see, 
For evermore shall overshadow me. 

He, in return, with small, still, snowy feet, 
Touched the dim path, and made its twilight sweet. 
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^uflust GOLDILOCKS. 

/^OLDILOCKS sat on the grass, 
^-^ Tying up of posies rare ; 
Hardly could a sunbeam pass 

Through the cloud that was her hair. 
Purple orchis lasteth long, 

Primrose flowers are pale and clear ; 
Oh, the maiden sang a song 

It would do you good to hear ! 

Sad before her leaned the boy : 

" Goldilocks, that I love well, 
Happy creature, fair and coy, 

Think o' me, sweet Anabel." 
Goldilocks she shook apart, 

Looked with doubtful, doubtful eyes ; 
Like a blossom in her heart, 

Opened out her first surprise. 

As a gloriole sign o' grace. 

Goldilocks, ah, fall and flow; 
On the blooming, childlike face, 

Dimple, dimple, come and go. 
Give her time ; on grass and sky 

Let her gaze if she be fain : 
As they looked ere he drew nigh, 

They will never look again. 
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Ah, the playtime she has known, 

While her goldilocks grew long, 
Is it like a nestling flown, 

Childhood over like a song? 
Yes, the boy may clear his brow, 

Though she thinks to say him nay, 
When she sighs, " I cannot now, — 

Come again some other day." 



August A PROVERB PROVED. 

€toent5*lit8t. 

ILL My Love's so trustful eyes 
Ever fail me, though I please 
From their depths to draw supplies 
That could waste the seas ? 



w 



Will those pure delicious springs 
Ever fail me ? Wretched day, 

When my heart no longer brings 
Its life-draught away 1 

Do they nourish my desire, 

But to break the golden bowl? 

At their margin bid expire 
My ull-thirsting soul ? 

No ; a voice forever tells 

That My Love's so trustful eyes 
Are th' unfathomed crystal wells 

Where within truth lies. 
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mugiiBt THE SEA-SHELL. 

'' T ISTEN, Darling, and tell to me 

'^^ What the murmurer says to thee, 
Murmuring 'twixt a song and a moan, 
Changing neither tune nor tone." 

" Yes, I hear it, — far and faint, 
Like thin -drawn prayer of drowsy saint ; 
Like the falling of sleep on a weary brain, 
When the fevered heart is quiet again." 

*' By smiling lip and fixed eye, 
You are hearing more than song or sigh ; 
The wrinkled thing has curious ways, — 
I want to know what words it says." 

'* I hear a wind on a boatless main 
Sigh like the last of a vanishing pain ; 
On the dreaming waters dreams the moon, 
But I hear no words in their murmured tune." 

" If it does not say that I love thee well, 
*Tis a senseless, ill-curved, worn-out shell. 
If it is not of Love, why sigh or sing? 
'Tis a common, mechanical, useless thing." 

'* It whispers of Love, — ' t is a prophet shell, - 
Of a peace that comes, and all shall be well ; 
It speaks not a word of your love to me, 
But it tells me to love you eternally." 
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^tiflust LOVE'S LANGUAGE. 

'T'HEIR little language the children 
Have, on the knee as they sit ; 
And only those who love them 
Can find the key to it. 

The words thereof and the grammar 

Perplex the logician's art ; 
But the heart goes straight with the meaning, 

And the meaning is clear to the heart. 

So thou. My Love, hast a language 
That, in little, says all to me ; 

But the world cannot guess the sweetness 
Which is hidden with love and thee. 



^uflust WITH A ROSE. 

Ctoentg^jFtmrtf). 

T ASKED my heart to say 

Some word whose worth my love's devoir might pay 

Upon My Lady's natal day. 

Then said my heart to me : 
Learn from the rhyme that now shall come to thee 
What fits thy Love most lovingly. 

This gift that learning shows ; 
For, as a rhyme unto its rhyme-twin goes, 
I send a rose unto a Rose. 
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muflurt A FAREWELL. 

^tonttg^jFiftfr. 

'T*HE west wind, laden with fragrance, blows ; 

The dewdrops shine in the crimson rose ; 

Is there something yet to tell ? 
Ay, winds must pass, and dewdrops fall ; 
Nought that is gone can we recall : 

So now, Dear Love, farewell ! 

Sweet lips prattle and laugh and sing, 
White arms tenderly, closely cling ; 

Is there something sad to tell ? 
Ay, the sweet lips shall silent be, 
And the arms unclasp in their agony ; 

So now, Dear Love, farewell ! 

Then is there nothing that God has made 
That will not one day fall or fade ? 

O poet, in mercy tell ! 
Ay, Love shall reign in these hearts of ours 
When eyes and lips and wind- waved flowers 

Have known their last farewell. 

For Love is purer than dewdrops are, 
The winds go never so wide and far. 

And none may truly tell 
How, when the close caress is gone. 
And words are silent, True Love lives on, 

Never to say farewell ! 
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August LITTLE BOY BLUE. 

'T^HE little toy dog is covered with dust, 
"^ But sturdy and stanch he stands ; 
And the little toy soldier is red with rust, 

And his musket moulds in his hands. 
Time was when the little toy dog was new, 

And the soldier was passing fair ; 
And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue 

Kissed them and put them there. 

" Now, don't you go till I come," he said, 

** And don't you make any noise ! " 
So, toddling off to his trundle-bed, 

He dreamt of the pretty toys ; 
And as he was dreaming, an angel song 

Awakened our Little Boy Blue. 
Oh, the years are many, the years are long, 

But the little toy friends are true ! 

Aye, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand, 

Each in the same old place, 
Awaiting the touch of a little hand, 

The smile of a little face ; 
And they wonder, as waiting the long years through 

In the dust of that little chair, 
What has become of our Little Boy Blue 

Since he kissed them and put them there. 

S 
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august HAPPY LOVE. 

€toents*Sei)etttft. 

O INCE the sweet knowledge I possess, 
^^' That she I love is mine, 
All nature throbs with happiness, 

And wears a face divine. 
The woods seem greener than they were, 

The skies are brighter blue ; 
The stars shine clearer, and the air 

Lets finer sunlight through. 
Until I loved, I was a child, 

And sported on the sands ; 
But now the ocean opens out. 

With all its happy lands. 

The circles of my sympathy 

Extend from earth to Heaven ; 
I strove to pierce a mystery, 

And lo ! the clew is given. 
The woods, with all their boughs and leaves, 

Are preachers of delight, 
And wandering clouds in summer eves 

Are edens to my sight. 
My confidants and comforters 

Are river, hill, and grove, 
And sun and stars and heaven's blue deep, 

And all that live and move. 



O friendly hills ! O garrulous woods ! 

sympathizing air ! 

many-voiced solitudes ! 

1 know My Love is fair. 

1 know that she is fair and true, 

And that from her you Ve caught 
The changeful glories, ever new, 

That robe you in my thought. 
Grief, from the armor of my heart, 

Rolls off like rustling rain ; 
T is life to love, but double life 

To be beloved again. 



' aiuflust SUMMER'S RETURN. 

/^NCE more I walked *mid summer days, as one 
^■"^ Returning to the place where first he met 

The face that he till death may not forget ; 
I know the scent of roses just begun, 
And how at evening and at morn the sun 

Falls on the places that remember yet ' 

What feet last year within their bounds were set, 
And what sweet things were said and dreamed and 

done. 
The sultry silence of the summer night 

Recalls to me the loved voice far away ; 

Oh, surely I shall see, some blessed day. 
In places that last year with Love were bright, 

The face of her I love, and hear the low. 

Sweet, troubled music of the voice I know. 
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aufliwt LOVE AND AGE. 

®toentg-Nintl|. 

T PLAYED with you, 'mid cowslips blowing, 

When I was six, and you were four ; 
When garlands weaving, flower-balls throwing, 

Were pleasures soon to please no more. 
Through groves and meads, o'er grass and heather, 

With Httle playmates, to and fro, 
We wandered hand in hand together^ — 

But that was sixty years ago. 

You grew a lovely roseate maiden, 

And still our early love was strong ; 
Still, with no cares our days were laden, 

They glided joyously along ; 
And I did love you very dearly, — 

How dearly, words want power to show. 
I thought your heart was touched as nearly, — 

But that was fifty years ago. 

m 

Then other lovere came around you ; 

Your beauty grew from year to year. 
And many a splendid circle found you 

The centre of its glittering sphere ; 
I saw you then, first vows forsaking, 

On wealth and rank your hand bestow ; 
Oh, then I thought my heart was breaking, — 

But that was forty years ago. 
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And I lived on to wed another, — 

No cause she gave me to repine ; 
And when I heard you were a mother, 

I did not wish the children mine. 
My own young flock, in fair progression, 

Make up a pleasant Christmas row ; 
My joy in them was past expression, — 

But that was thirty years ago. 

You grew a matron, plump and comely. 

You dwelt in fashion's brightest blaze ; 
My earthly lot was far more homely, 

But I, too, had my festal days. 
No merrier eyes have ever glistened 

Around the hearthstone's wintry glow 
Than when my youngest child was christened, — 

But that was twenty years ago. 

Time passed. My eldest girl was married, 

And now I am a grandsire gray ; 
One pet of four years old I Ve carried 

Among the wild-flowered meads to play, 
In our old fields of childish pleasure, 

Where now, as then, the cowslips blow ; 
She fills her basket's ample measure, — 

And that is not ten years ago. 

But though first love's impassioned blindness 

Has passed away in colder light, 
I still have thought of you with kindness, 

And shall do till our last good-night. 
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The ever-rolling, silent hours 

Will bring a time we shall not know, 
When our young days of gathering flowers 

Will be an hundred years ago. 



aufltwt WITHERED FLOWERS. 

tifiirtietfj. 

O TRANGE are the memories, O withered fl9wers, 
^^ That to my heart ye bring in wordless speech ; 
Brightly as sunshine falls on distant towers. 
And gilds their outlines, of the past ye teach. 

For from my childhood and its sunny pleasures, 
As with a key, ye turn the lock of years ; 

Ye lift the lid, and bring forgotten treasures 

Before these eyes that wajch the store with tears. 

Have ye a mirror in your withered petals, 
Wherein I read the history of my youth, 

That ye give back, like glass or polished metals, 
A thousand visions fraught with light and truth ? 

Again I view my home at quiet even : 

The sparrows hopping on the gabled eaves, 

Windows illumined by the crimson heaven, 

Varnished with joy, and framed with quivering leaves. 



I seem to hear the murmur of the river 

As it flows on beneath the arching bridge ; 

To see the moonlight, with its white-hued shiver, 
Lying in bands upon the pebbly ridge. 

And, stranger still, I have the same self-feeling 
That traced the letters of my old romance ; 

The glow of love, o*er all around me dealing 
One hue of joy, — that old forgotten trance. 

A moment since, and some unknown connection 

Gave me a strange reality of bliss ; 
I pressed another's hand in dear affection, 

I felt my forehead glow beneath a kiss. 

Now — But the light is vanished from my spirit, 
A cloud conceals the splendor of my sky ; 

How could I build on mortals who inherit 
The common fate to live, to love, to die ? 

For they are dead, those loved ones. Life is fleeting, 
And steals away the props on which we trust. 

Leaving one only hope of future meeting, 

A stamp for memory, and a heap of dust ; 

Leaving afiections like these withered flowers, 

That we may hold and turn with reverent hands, 

And thoughts that picture out the glorious bowers. 
Of which these figures are but shadowed bands. 
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, aiusust DADDY. 

^l)trtg*JFtr«t. 

'T'HERE 'S a something about the word " Daddy '' 

That gives to my heart-strings a pull, 

Though I hear it but carelessly spoken, 

Though my brain is with other things full. 

It is not or grand or euphonious, 

And it lacks in a deference, we know ; 

But 't is sweeter, in accent and utterance, 
To me, than all other words show. 

I first heard its small prototype babbled 

By lips which were rosy and soft. 
And which ne*er were content with one prattling. 

But the sound loved to multiply oft. 

And it grew to be almost a language. 

Whenever I happened in sight ; 
And 'twas Dada, and Dada, and Dada, 

All over the house, day and night. 

And was talking more sweet e*er invented, 
Or that went more direct to the heart ? 

'T was a tongue that was taught by the angels, 
And which they to the earth did impart. 

And in time, as the summer days, waning, 

One year to another did add, 
A laughing, impertinent treble 

Developed the Dada to Dad. 
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And I had not the heart to rebuke it, 

Though I know 't would more proper have been ; 
But it fitted so well her who spoke it, 

'T would have pardoned a far greater sin. 

So it easily grew into Daddy, 

And remained so, by custom grown strong, 
Through the few happy years that were left it 

To sing out its life's joyous song. 

And one morning I heard it but faintly ; 

And another, it came not at all ; 
And then — but God dealt with me gently. 

Or else I had fallen, like Saul. 

And the house, it was drear in its stillness, 

It mattered. not night-time or day ; 
There was nought to disturb the lone silence, 

Save the echo of things passed away ! 

Oh, yes, there is something in Daddy 

That I never can wish to forget ; 
Though it speak to me ever so sadly, 

'T is a voice to love's best music set. 

And I hear it when others are talking, 

And in dreams, too, I catch its sweet tone ; 

For there 's something, there 's something in Daddy 
That is spoken to my heart alone. 
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Amongst the sheaves, when I beheld thee first, 

That happy harvest-morn a year ago, 

A thought crept through my heart with sudden glow. 

That never sunny mountain-top had nurst 

A fresher, fairer flower ; the very air 

Kissed thy dear face, and seemed to feel it fair. 

And the serene, deep summer heaven above 

Leaned down toga^e on thee with looks of love. . . . 

O child-like woman, that has kept thine heart 

So pearled with morning dew. My Flower! My 

Rower ! 
How passing dull my thought was in that hour. 
Owning thy beauty, yet devoid of art 
And insight to discern that by God's grace 
My life's best Angel met me face to face. 



Btptmhn LOVE CEREMONIOUS. 
Jinrt. 

EEP your undrest, familiar style 

For strangers, but respect your friend, 
Her most, whose matrimonial smile 
Is, and asks honor without end. 



K^ 



'T is found, and needs it must so be, 

That life from Love's allegiance flags, 

When Love forgets his majesty 
In sloth's unceremonious rags. 

Love should make home a stately court ; 

There let the world's rude, hasty ways 
Be fashioned to a loftier port, 

And learn to bow and stand at gaze. 

And let the sweet, respective sphere 
Of personal worship there obtain 

Circumference for moving clear. 

None treading on another's train. 

This makes that pleasures do not cloy, 
And dignifies our mortal strife 

With calmness and considerate joy 
Befitting our immortal life. 
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September MY SONG. 

^ecotan. 

TTHERE 'S a song in my heart. Dear Ix)ve, 

That I dare not sing to-night, 
For my thoughts, like storm-driven birds, 

To thee would take their flight ; 
And the bitterness of my longing 

Would wearily beat and throb 
Through the night wind to thee, Love, 

Like a hopeless, pitiful sob. 

For out of the lowering darkness 

That bends with the summer rain, 
I can sing but one song to-night, Love, 

Hear but one tender refrain : 
" I love you ; " and all the space, Love, 

That renders us far apart, 
Cannot banish thy face, Love, 

Or thoughts of thee, from my heart. 

And how would my thoughts find thee ? 

Winging their weary flight, 
To seek a haven of refuge 

For their sad part, to-night ; 
Careless, perhaps, of their presence, 

Feeling no fear or alarm, 
That they in this tender endeavor 

Should battle the wind and the storm ! 
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Nay, you will never forget, Love, . 

And when my thoughts reach you alone. 
You will meet them, and greet them, as yet, Love, 

And call them in fondness, your own. 
And we will be patient and wait, Love, 

Till, rendering our lives aright, 
We may both join the song that so sadly 

Rings grief in my heart to-night. 



Skptmhtt SUMMER TWILIGHT. 
SfltrJ. 

C OME natures seem, like days in early spring. 

Soft and most changeful, fair with light and shade ; 
And some are like gray autumn days that spread 

A chill on all they meet ; and others bring 

A sense of patience and mute suffering. 

Like summer days whereon the heat has laid 
Such sudden silence that the wind seems dead. 

And the sun's light is veiled from everything. 

But her deep nature I may liken to 

A bounteous summer twilight, when one knows 

An unimagined Heaven of repose, 
From which a new Heaven opens to the view. 

While there unfolds within the heart the sense 

Of some divine unknown omnipotence. 



1 
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^njtemfitr CHILD'S FAITH. 

5ourtfj. 

TTHESE beautiful tales I trust are true ; 



But here is a grave in the moss, 
And there is the sky. And the buds are blue, 
And a butterfly blows across. 



Yes, here is the grave, and there is the sky, — 

To the one or the other we go ; 
And between them wavers the butterfly, 

Like a soul that does not know. • 

Somewhere? Nowhere? Too-golden head. 

And lips that I miss and miss, 
You would tell me the secret of the dead, 

Could I find you with a kiss ! 

. . . Come here, I say, Little Child of mine, 
Come with your bloom and breath. 

(If he should believe in the life divine, 
I will not believe in death ! ) 

" Where is your brother " ? I question low, 

And wait for his wise reply. 
Does he say, " Down here in the grave " ? Ah, no ! 

He says, with a laugh, " In the sky ! " 



I 
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S^tmhtt HUSBAND AND WIFE. 

Mm. 

/^H, proudly I stood in the rare sunrise, 
^^ As the dawn of your beauty brake ; 
But I feared for the storm, as I lookt at the skies, 

And trembled for your sweet sake. 
And oh, may the evil days come not ! I said, 

As I yearned o'er my tender blossom. 
Strong arm of love, shelter the dear one's head ! 

And I nestled you in my bosom. 
May the tears never dim the love-light of her eye. 

May her life be all spring weather ! 
Was the prayer of my heart ere you, Love, and I, 

Were Husband and Wife together. 



Oh, life is not perfect with Love's first kiss : 

Who would win the blessing, must wrestle ; 
And the deeper the sorrow, the dearer the bliss 

Tliat in its rich core may nestle ! 
Our angels oft greet us in tearful guise, 

And our saviors come in sorrow ; 
While the murkiest midnight that frowns from the skies 

Is at heart a radiant morrow ! 
We laugh and we cry, we sing and we sigh. 

And life will have wintry weather ! 

So we '11 hope and love on, since you, Lov6, and I 

Are Husband and Wife together. 

6 
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September HER FACE. 

Stxti). 

T T AD I a painter's skill, 

There are no changeless lines 

That could its grace imprison, 

But as I labored still 

To trace its sweet confines, 

Ever some quick, spontaneous light, 

As of a star. 

Or sun new-risen, 

Would change the cold to warm, the dull to bright, 

And all my labor mar. 

Ever some secret missed. 

Some swift-escaping glow. 

Some one look in the eyes, 

Some strange smile never kissed. 

Would melt as melting snow ; 

That even were my pencil quicker 

Than wind or wing, 

Or could it rise 

And fall as shadows to the leaves' least flicker, 

It w^ere a useless thing. 

Only but yesterday 
She was as cold as ice, 
As any marble still ; 
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Her eyes were pale and gray 

As though for sacrifice. 

I little ever thought to see her so. 

But as I came, 

Her loving will 

Filled her sweet features as an after-glow 

Fills the gray skies with flame. 

'T is ever strange to me, 

When she is sad at heart. 

Where her deep dimples go, 

And a like mystery 

When back again they start. 

How can my hand move quicker than my eyes, 

Which are too slow 

To disentwine 

The least of all the sweet intricacies 

Of her face which is mine ? 

And yet I sometimes think 

'T is just because I love her 

I cannot draw her face ; 

Because upon the brink 

I hang till all is over, 

The fingers waiting for the soul's release. 

If for the space 

I see My Love 

My mouth is voiceless till the vision cease, 

How shall my fingers move ? 
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But if I sing of her 

When she is far removed, 

May I not limn her too? 

Ah, if much worth ye were 

My songs, if My Beloved 

Would quicken ye with music of her face ! 

Each day anew 

Some song" I sing ; 

Yet of her loveliness not one small grace 

Makes it a precious thing. 

Natheless, I know her well, 

Though she change e'en as much 

As hght within a flower ; 

And aye her face can tell, 

Because there is none such 

In any land beyond the farthest sea ; 

And hour by hour 

I wonder why 

She ever thought to give it all to me, — 

To me so utterly. 

Yet many a portrait fair 

Of other lovely ones 

Have I seen like to her. 

I seem to hear the air 

Sweet with her very tones. 

Yet what to me were such things to possess? 

Ay, though they stir 

With life, and speak, 

Wanting that little one unruly tress 

That strays upon her cheek ! 
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She is beyond all art 

Of any sweetest word, 

Of brush, however fine ; 

And yet I wrong my heart, 

Who hath a chamber stored 

With many a face of her and perfect all. 

Ah, joy divine. 

When quite alone. 

To steal and turn them slowly from the wall, 

Tenderly, one by one. 



WHEN OUR TWO SOULS. 

Sbtipttvxhtx 

"X^^HEN our two souls stand up erect and strong, 
^ Face to face, silent, drawing nigh and nigher, 

Until the lengthening wings break into fire 
At either curvbd point, — what bitter wrong 
Can the earth do to us, that we should not long 

Be here contented ? Think. In mounting higher, 

The angels would press on us, and aspire 
To drop some golden orb of perfect song 
Into our deep, dear silence. Let us stay 

Rather on earth. Beloved, — where the unfit 
Contrarious moods of men recoil away, 

And isolate pure spirits, and permit 
A place to stand and love in for a day, 

With darkness and the death-hour rounding it. 
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LITTLE DAMES AND MEN. 
Srptrmbet 

'\ ^/"E must all remember when 

We were little dames and men, 
When each sorrow tugged away with all its might 
At our little hearts and eyes, 
Till the air was full of sighs, 
And the brightest day was turned to darkest night. 

How we 'd weep ! 

How we *d creep 
To our little beds to sleep, 
With wet lashes on flushed faces ! Even then 
Not a soul would ever know 
Half our agony ; and so 
We should sympathize with little dames and men 

We must all remem'ber when 

We were little dames and men, 

When we meet the little ones from day to day. 

A kind word is just as cheap, 

And it sinks to depths as deep 

As the harsh one you were sending down their way. 

* 

If you knew 

How a few 
Gracious acts and words from you 
Were planted in their souls, to blossom when 
Golden days of childhood seem 



\ 

V 
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To be shadows of a dream, 

You would love and cherish little daraes and men. 



o 



&tvtmbn OH, TOUCH ME NOT 
Nintlj. 

|H, TOUCH me not, unless thy soul 

Can claim my soul as thine ; 

Give me no earthly flowers that fade, 

No 'love but love divine : 

For I gave thee immortal flowers 

That bloomed serene in Heavenly bowers. 

Look not with favor on my face, 

Nor answer my caress, 
Unless my soul have first found grace 

Within thy sight ; express 
Only the truth, though it shall be 
Cold as the ice on northern sea. 

Oh, never speak of love to me, 

Unless thy heart can feel 
That in the face of Deity 

Thou wouldst that love reveal ; 
For God is Love, and His bright law 
Should find our hearts without one flaw. 
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&t9tmhtt GARDENING. 

OPE, go get your garden dress on, 
Warm are here the winter hours ; 
I will teach you. Sweet, a lesson 

Here among the flowers. 
You shall hold the spade with Father, 

Gather withered twigs that fall. 
Rake the leaves, or, if you 'd rather. 

Weed with fingers small. 

Sunny hair 'neath woollen bonnet, 

Blue serge coat of baby size, 
With the round bone buttons on it. 

Large as are your eyes ; 
Stockinged legs so trim and dainty, 

Tiny boots for muddy weather — 
So, you 're ready. Kiss you, mayn't I ? 

Then we '11 go together. 

First — oh, yes, the rake I '11 find you ; 

There, you have it, — off you trot. 
Trailing all its length behind you, 

To our weed-grown spot. 
For the basket next you 're calling : 

Well, I *11 bring it ; you 're so strong. 
Help me, will you ? Why, I 'm hauling 

It and you along ! 



fattening* 89 



Weeds I scrape from out the gravel. 

You will carry one by one 
To our basket ; far you travel 

For small labor done ! 
While, full busily uprooting, 

In the soil with hoe I grope, 
In the basket stones you 're putting ; 

Fie upon you, Hope ! 

Tired of this, I all unknowing. 

To the garden-bed you hie. 
Where chrysanthemums are growing : 

These you gather sly ; 
When, behold, my basket poses, 

Stuck about the rim with flowers. 
Like a bumpkin crowned with roses 

In old May-pole hours ! 

Hope, my little two-year maiden, 

Hardly knowing flowers from weeds, 
When time brings, with business laden, 

Larger joys and needs, 
May you still accept as treasures 

Humble things by nature given, 
Still turn labors into pleasures 

Touched with light from Heaven ! 
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&tptmhn KISSING HER HAIR. 

ly^ISSING her hair, I sat against her feet, 

Wove and unwove it, wound, and found it sweet ; 
Made fast therewith her hands, drew down her eyes, 
Deep as deep flowers, and dreamy like dim skies ; 
With her own tresses bound, and found her fair, — 

Kissing her hair. 

Sleep were no sweeter than her face to me, — 
Sleep of cold sea-bloom under the cold sea. 
What pain could get between my face and hers? 
What new thing would Love not relish worse ? 
Unless perhaps white death has kissed me there, — 

Kissing her hair. 



A PRAYER TO SLEEP. 

&tipttvxhtt 
Cijjelftfj. 

/^ SLEEP, to-night be tender to My Love ; 

^^^ Hold her within thy clasp, so dear and deep ; 
Press gently on those sweetest eyes, kind sleep ; 

Let no sad thought of me intrude, to move 

Her heart to grief, but through some fair dream-grove, 
Where faint songs steal, and gentle shadows creep, 
And mystic stars and moons of dreamland keep 

Their fond, persistent vigil, let her rove ; 



And if a dream of me must come at all, 

Oh, show me to her glad with Love and strong ! 

Let on her mouth my garnered kisses fall, 
And to her ears make audible that song 

I sang her once, when at her feet I lay, 

At close of one divine, love-laden day ! 



SStptmhtt IN THE EVENING. 

Zliittttntif. 

/^ LOVE, when life was young I knew 

^^ But little what you were to be, — 
A light more bounteous to me 

While lengthening shadows grew. 

Have I been silent, Love, or cold ? 
It may be you have little guessed 
All the strong love, half unexpressed, — 

Stronger as I grew old. 

But, Darling, when the day is done. 
And we together walk at peace 
In that bright world where sorrows cease, 

Beyond the set of sun. 

What best of me you brought to light 

On this dark earth shall there expand. 
And each shall wholly understand 

What now is hid from sight. 
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CHILDHOOD'S CASTLES IN THE AIR. 

Btipttvxbtt 
JFourtemtd. 

(^ ENTLY, no pushing ; there 's room to sit 
^^ All three without grumbling, 
One in front, two behind, — well you fit, — 
And Mamma to hold you fi"om tumbling. 
Rock, rock, old rocking-chair, 
You *11 last us a long time with care ! 
And still without balking 
Of us four any one, 
From rocking and talking. 
That is what we call fun. 

Curtains drawn, and no candles lit, 

Great red caves in the fire ; 
This is the time for us four to sit 

Rocking and talking all till we tire. 
Rock, rock, old rocking-chair, 
How the firelight glows up there 
Red on the white ceiling ! 

The shadows every one 
Might be giants, reeling 

On their great heads, for fun. 

Shall we call this a boat out at sea. 

We,, four sailors rowing ? 
Can you fancy it well? As for me, 

I feel the salt wind blowing. 
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Up, up and down, lazy boat, 
On the top of a wave we float, 
Down we go with a rush ; 
Far off I see a strand 
Glimmer, — our boat we '11 push 
Ashore on Fairy-land. 



The fairy people come running 

To meet us down on the sand, 
Each holding out toward us the very thing 
We Ve long wished for, held in his hand. 
Up, up again ; one wave more 
Holds us back from the fairy shore. 
Let 's pull all together, 

Then, with it, up we '11 climb 
To the always fine weather 
That makes up fairy time. 



Come to us through the dark, children. 

Hark ! the fairy people call ; 
But a step between us and you, children, 
■ And in Fairy-land room for us all. 
Climb the main, and you will be 
Landed safe in gay Fairie, — 

Sporting, feasting, both night and noon, 

No pause in fairy pleasures ; 
Silver ships that sail to the moon, 
Magic toys for treasures. 
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Ah, the tide sweeps us out of our track, 

The glimmer dies in the fire ; 
There 's no climbing the wave that holds back 
Just the things that we all most desire ! 
Never mind ; rock, rocking-chair ; 
While there 's room for us four there, 
To sit by firehght swinging, 

Till some one open the door, 
Birds in their own nest singing 
Are not happier than we four. 



Snrtember EUTOPIA. 

iFifteentJ). 

T^HERE is a garden where lilies 
And roses are side by side ; 
And all day between them in silence 
The silk butterflies glide. 



I may not enter the garden, 

Though I know the road thereto ; 
And morn by morn to the gateway 

I see the children go. 

They bring back light on their faces ; 

But they cannot bring back to me 
What the lilies say to the roses. 

Or the songs of the butterflies be. 
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Skvtmhn WAITING. 

Stxtemtij. 

"P ACH day when my work was ended, 

■^-^ I saw, as I neared my home, 

A sweet little face at the window-pane, 

That was watching for Papa to come. 

The blue eyes closed one morning, 

And I knew that never again 
Should I see My Baby watching for me. 

With her face at the window-pane. 

Yet I fancied to-night that I heard her 

Call, just as she used to do. 
When she heard my step at the open gate : 

" Come, Papa, I 'm waiting for you/' 

And I think that maybe she is waiting, 

As of old, in the soft twilight, 
She watched, when the long day's task was done. 

To welcome me home at night. 

Some time, when my work is ended, 
I shall see, as I near my home, 

A dear little face in paradise, 

That is watching for Papa to come. 



\ 
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timber A FEATHER. 

" "PJROP me a feather out of the blue, 

Bird flying up to the sun." 
Higher and higher the skylark flew. 
But dropped he never a one. 

" Only a feather I ask of thee, 

Fresh from the purer air.'' 
Upward the lark flew, bold and free, 

To heaven, and vanished there. 

Only the sound of a rapturous song 
Throbbed in the tremulous light ; 

Only a voice could linger long 
At such a wondrous height. 

" Drop me a feather ! " But while I cry, 

Lo, like a vision fair. 
The bird from the heart of the glowing sky 

Sinks through the joyous air. 

Downward sinking, and singing alone ; 

But the song, which was glad above, 
Takes ever a deeper and dearer tone. 

For it trembles with earthly Love. 

And the feather I asked from the boundless heaven 

Were a gift of little worth ; 
For oh, what a boon by the lark was given 

When he brings all Heaven to earth ! 
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THE BEAUTIFUL LAND OF NOD. 

S^tpttmhn 
EiflijUentf). 

/^^OME, cuddle your head on my shoulder, Dear, 
^^ Your head like the golden -rod, 
And we will go sailing away from here 

To the beautiful Land of Nod. 
Away from life's hurry and flurry and worry. 

Away from earth's shadows and gloom, 
To a world of fair weather we '11 float off together, 

Where roses are always in bloom. 

Just shut up your eyes, and fold your hands, 

Your hands like the leaves of a rose, 
And we will go sailing to those fair lands 

That never an atlas shows. 
On the north and the west they are bounded by rest, 

On the south and the east, by dreams ; 
'T is the country ideal, where nothing is real, 

But everything only seems. 

Just drop down the curtains of your dear eyes, 

Those eyes like a bright bluebell. 
And we will sail out under starlit skies 

To the land where the fairies dwell. 
Down the" river of sleep our barque shall sweep, 

Till it reaches that mystical isle 
Which no man hath seen, but where all have been, 

And where we will pause awhile. 

7 
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I will croon you a song as we float along 
To that shore that is blessed of God ; 

Then ho for that fair land ! we *re off for that rare land, 
That beautiful Land of Nod ! 



Sejrtemte EPITHALAMION. 

Niiutemtj;. 

• • • • • • • 

"IVr OW is My Love all ready forth to come : 
Let all the virgins, therefore, well wait ; 
And ye, fresh boys, that tend upon their groom. 
Prepare yourselves, for he is coming straight. 
Set all your things in seemly good array. 
Fit for so joyful day, — 
The joyfuirst day that ever sun did see. 

• •••■•• 

Lo, where she comes along with portly pace. 

Like Phoebe from her chamber of the east 

Arising forth to run her mighty race, 

Clad all in white, that 'seems a virgin best : 

So well it her beseems that ye would ween 

Some angel she had been. 

Her long loose yellow locks, like golden wire. 

Sprinkled with pearl, and pearling flowers atween. 

Do like a golden mantle her attire. 

And, being crownbd with a garland green. 

Seem like some maiden queen. 
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But if ye saw that which no eyes can see, 

The inward beauty of her lively sprite, 

Garnished with Heavenly gifts of high degree, 

Much more then would ye wonder at that sight. 

And stand astonished like to those which read 

Medusa's mazeful head. 

There dwell sweet Love, and constant chastity, 

Unspotted faith and comely womanhood, 

Regard of honor and mild modesty. 

There virtue reigns as queen on royal throne, 

And giveth laws alone, 

The which the base affections do obey, 

And yield their services unto her will ; 

No thought of thing uncomely ever may 

Thereto approach to tempt her mind to ill. 

Had ye once seen these her celestial treasures 

And unrevealbd pleasures, 

Then would ye wonder, and her praises sing 

That all the woods should answer, and your echo ring. 

Open the temple gates unto My Love ! 

Open them wide, that she may enter in ; 

And all the posts adorn as doth behove, 

And all the pillars deck with garlands trim, 

For to receive this saint with honor due 

That Cometh unto you. 

With trembling steps and humble reverence 

She Cometh in before the Almighty's view : 

Of her, ye virgins, learn obedience. 

When so ye come into those holy places 

To humble your proud faces. 
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Bring her up to th' high altar, that she may 

The sacred ceremonies there partake, 

The which do endless matrimony make ; 

And let the roaring organs loudly play 

The praises of the Lord in lively notes, 

The whiles, with hollow throats, 

The choristers the joyous anthem sing, , 

That all the woods may answer, and their echo ring. 



Sk9imbtt BABY'S LETTER. 

T^HIS sheet, covered with idle, trailing lines, 

Jagged, irregular, and rude, 
Never to written word or ill-formed signs 
Bearing a chance similitude, 

Is to your eye only a careless scrawl, 
Wherein no purport can be read ; 

You see no meaning in these marks at all, 
But inky stains and blots instead. 

I know what baby fingers held the pen, 
And with what earnest, anxious care 

The tiny hand strove with the task, and then 
Gave up the effort in despair. 

And so, folding the sheet with gentle touch. 
This scrawl I keep, and prize above 

Some fairer lines that mean not half so much, 
Reading herein My Baby's love. 
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5eptem!ier A WISH. 

"II rHAT would I ask for thee, wish for thee, Sweet? 

' ^ Skies that are peaceful and calm ? 
Seas that are stormless, and winds that are soft 

As the low breath of a psalm ? 
No ; as I love thee, I ask not that life 

Be from all bitterness free ; 
Something of sunshine, and something of strife, 

Dear One, is better for thee. 

Yet would I ask for thee out of my love 
More of its sunshine than storm ; 

With just enough of life's shadow and strife 

To keep thy heart tender and warm, 
Faith to look upward in gladness or gloom, 

Hope 'mid the direst defeat, 
Strength in all sorrow, and patience in pain, — 

These would I ask for thee, Sweet. 

These and yet more would I ask for thee. Sweet : 

Grace to be faithful and strong, 
Meekness to bear all thy crosses and care. 

Courage to battle with wrong. 
May the good angels who watch o'er the good, 

Guide thy dear feet as they roam, 
And in the land that is better than this 

Give thee forever a home I 
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Sbtfimbtt WAIT AND SEE. 

A 17 HEN My Boy, with eager questions. 
Asking how and where and when, 
Taxes all my store of wisdom, 

Asking o'er and o'er again 
Questions oft to which the answers 

Give to others still the key, 
I have said, to teach him patience, 

" Wait, My Little Boy, and see." 

And the words I taught my darling, 

Taught to me a lesson sweet : 
Once, when all the world seemed darkened, 

And the storm about me beat, 
In the " children's room " I heard him. 

With a child's sweet mimicry, 
To the baby brother's questions 

Saying wisely, " Wait and see." 

Like an angel's tender chiding 

Came the darling's words to me, 
Though my Father's ways were hidden, 

Bidding me still wait and see. 
What are we but restless children, 

Ever asking what shall be ? 
And the Father, in His wisdom. 

Gently bids us " Wait and see." 
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A SONG OF THE YEARS. 

'T*HOU art mine forever, dearest, thou art mine 
"*■ forever, 

Since that hour when in the meadow we two sat 

together ; 
Long ago, ah, not so long, — all in the meadow 

lonely, 
Thou by me and I by thee, my one true love, my 

only. 

Tenderly and truly, dearest, tenderly and truly 

We two loved each other then, though each then loved 

but newly. 
Only then we knew not what we now know well and 

dearly ; 
But has love with knowledge grown, — does nearness 

bind more nearly? 

Ah, that young devotion, though to memory fair and 

tender, 
To the love of many years its beauty must surrender. 
By the pangs and tears, the smiles and sweetness 

known together, 
Thou art mine forever, dearest ; thou art mine forever. 
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^eptetn&er A PICTURE. 

TT USH ! the night is calm and quiet, 
■^ And the crescent moon hangs low ; 
Silence deep and wide hath power, 
And the south-wind wanders slow 
Through a casement where the curtain 
Faintly rustles to and fro. 

Like a spirit softly sighing, 
FHts it all the chamber round, 
Where a dim lamp, fading, dying. 
Just dispels the gloom profound, 
Hangs above two happy dreamers. 
By Love's perfect promise crowned. 

Even through the gates of slumber 

To the shadowy land of rest 

He still clasps his long-sought treasure 

Closely, closely to his breast, 

With the ardor of a passion 

Long denied and long repressed. 

With his lips still warm with kisses 
Close and clinging as his own. 
Sighing still in happy dreaming 
For the joy his heart hath known. 
Sweetly, peacefully he slumbers 
In the arms about him thrown. 
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And she gazes at him, thinking 
Not of all her dreary years, 
Only of this isle of glory 
Reached, with many doubts and fears. 
Over Love's frail bridge of rainbows 
Fading in a mist of tears. 

And she nestles still more closely 
To the heart so kind and dear, 
Whispering, " Love me. Love me. Darling 1 
All my faith and hope are here ; 
And without thee earth is nothing 
But a desert cold and drear. 

" Oh, that every night my slumber 
Might be so supremely blest, 
Bounded by thy dear embraces. 
Kissed from passion into rest ! 
I would ask no other haven, 
Sheltered thus and thus caressed." 

Fan them gently, odorous south-wind, 
And begone on pinions fleet. 
Nothing in thy nightly journey 
Shall thy wandering vision greet 
Half so perfect in fulfilment, 
Satisfying, and complete. 
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Sbtpttmbtt SONG. 

'IT iTE sail toward evening's lonely star, 

' • That trembles in the tender blue ; 

One single cloud, a dusky bar, 

Burnt with dull carmine through and through, 
Slow smouldering in the summer sky, 

Lies low along the fading west. 
How sweet to watch its splendors die, 

Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed ! 

The soft breeze freshens, leaps the spray 

To kiss our cheeks with sudden cheer ; 
Upon the dark edge of the bay 

Lighthouses kindle, far and near, 
And through the warm deeps of the sky 

Steal faint star-clusters, while we rest 
In deep refreshment, Thou and I, 

Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed. 

How like a dream are earth and Heaven, 

Starbeam and darkness, sky and sea ; 
Thy face, pale in the shadowy even. 

Thy quiet eyes that gaze on me ! 
Oh, realize the moment's charm, 

Thou Dearest ! We are at life's best, 
Folded in God's encircling arm, 

Wave-cradled thus, and wind -caressed. 
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OUT OF CHILDHOOD. 

Btftttdbtt 

T^HERE was a stream, law-voiced and shy ; 
So narrow was the lazy tide, 
The reeds that grew on either side 
Crossed their green swords against the sky. 

And in the stream a shallow boat, 

With prow thrust deep among the reeds, 
And broad stern wound with water- weeds, 

Lay half aground and half afloat. 

And in the boat, hand clasping hand. 
Two children sat as in a dream. 
Their eyes upon the lapsing stream, 

Their faces turned away from land. 

They cared not for a little rift 

That came between them and the shore, 
And softly widened more and more. 

Till on the stream they lay adrift. 

They murmured absently and low ^ 

That presently they must return 
To their sweet stores of gathered fern. 

And tinted pebbles ranged in row. 
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Through limpid pools they drifted slow ; 
They looked before, and not behind, 
And fancied still they heard the wind 

That through the weeds went whispering low. 

The lengthening ripples wore a crest, 

The white foam grew beneath the stem ; 
And murmuring still, " We will return," 

The river bore them on its breast. 

They hailed the homeward-flitting bee, 

They smelled the rose upon the shore : 
The current widened more and more, 

The river bore them to the sea. 

Now over ocean caves impearled, 
Unheedingly they drift and drift, 
And know not that the little rift 

Has widened into half the world. 

And like the pearls in ocean's caves. 
The vision of their lost delight 
Is whelmed and flooded out of sight 

By thoughts on thoughts, like waves on waves. 

An^ would they — what they never will ! — 

And could they — what they never can ! — 
Turn back through space as 't were a span. 

And stand again beside the rill, — 
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Its shallow rhythm, as it glides 

Through tangled sedge and feathery ferns, 
Would vex the wakening sense that learns 

The chant of minds, the sweep of tides. 

Yet sometimes, when the wind is low, 
And sunken treasure of the caves 
Shines faintly upward through the waves, 

The old thought rises even so ; 

And while they watch as in a dream 
The circling drift of ocean-weeds. 
They babble still of those green reeds 

That crossed their swords above the stream. 



SOUL, HEART, AND BODY. 

l!rbjent2s.Sebentf). 

O OUL, heart, and body, we thus singly name, 
^^ Are not, in Love, divisible and distinct. 
But each with each inseparably linked. 
One is not honor, and the other shame, 

But burn as closely fused as fuel, heat, and flame. 

They do not love who give the body, and keep 
The heart ungiven ; nor they who yield the soul, 
And guard the body. Love doth give the whole ; 
Its range being high as Heaven, as ocean deep, 
Wide as the realms of air, or planet's curving sweep. 
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Skvtmhtt HER STORY. 

StonttgsfEtgijtfj. 

/^NLY a little thread of gold, 

^^ Running her whole life through, — 

So plainly she could see it here, 

Then lost awhile, could trace it there, 

As it came again in view. 

Only a little rill of Love 
That watered her dusty way ; 
But the meagre draught, though sweet to sip, 
And quaffed with an eager, thirsting lip, 

Could not that thirst allay. 

Only a bright and buoyant hope 
* That could not be repressed ; 

But it lifted at once her weight of care, 
It made of her desert a gay parterre, 

And her secret was unguessed. 

And none could know that hidden fount 
That welled within her heart : 
There are flowers too frail for blossoming. 
There are dreams to which we fondly cling, 

Of our very lives a part. 

Her busy days at last were done, 
And the weary feet had rest ; 
The thread of gold had all been spun, 
The little rill had ceased to run. 

And the hope died unconfessed. 
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WHAT IS MY BA»Y MADE OF. 

V\7HAT is My Baby made of? 

^ Of all things sweet and fair, — 
Of the dew of the early morning, 

Of the breath of the summer air. 
The fairies must have wrought him 

Out of the sunshine bright, 
Or stolen a wandering angel 

Out of a moonlit night. 

The blue of the azure heavens 

Has tinted his wondering eyes ; 
His head has gathered the sunshine 

Out of the summer skies ; 
The dimples his cheeks are holding, 

The dimple in chin as well. 
Are the prints of the fairies' fingers, 

Tinged by the ocean's shell. 

Oh, wondrously fair and lovely 

My Baby was made for me, 
Whether a stolen angel. 

Or nymph of the summer sea ; 
And I Ve clipped his wings with my kisses, 

Lest he fly away like a dove, 
And I Ve bound him with golden fetters 

Wrought by the power of Love. 
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S^mmhtv TO-MORROW. 

Cijirtutfj. 

r\ LOVE ! O Love ! O gateway of delight ! 

^^ Thou porch of peace, thou pageant of the prime 

Of all God*s creatures ! I am here to climb 
Thine upward steps, and daily and by night 
To gaze beyond them, and to search aright 

The far-off splendor of thy track sublime. 

For in thy precincts, on the further side. 

Beyond the turret where the bells are rung. 
Beyond the chapel where the rites are sung, 

There is a garden fit for any bride. 

Love ! by thee, by thee are sanctified 

The joys thereof to keep our spirits young. 

• • •'• • • • 

And sweet to-morrow, like a golden bark, 
Will call for me, and lead me on apace 
To where I shall behold, in all her grace, 

Mine own true Lady, whom a happy lark 

Did late salute, appointing after dark 
A nightingale to carol in his place. 

1 am aweary of the waiting hours, 

I am aweary of the tardy night ; 

The hungry moments rob me of delight, 
The crawling minutes steal away my powers ; 
And I am sick at heart, as one who cowers 

In lonely haunts removed from human sight 
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How shall I think the night was meant for sleep, 
When I must count the dreadful hours thereof, 
And cannot beat them down, or bid them doff 
Their hateful masks ? A man may wake and weep 
From hour to hour, and in the silence deep 

See shadows move, and almost hear them scoff. 

Oh, come to me, to-morrow, like a friend, 

And not as one who bideth for the clock. 
Be swift to come, and I will hear thee knock ; 
And though the night refuse to make an end 
Of her dull peace, I promptly will descend 

And let thee in, and thank thee for the shock. 

Dear, good to-morrow, in my life till now 

I did not think to need thee quite so soon ; 
I did not think that I should hate the moon. 

Or new or old, or that my fevered brow 

Required the sun to cool it. I will bow 

To this new day, that he may grant the boon. 

Yes, 't will consent. The day will dawn at last. 

Day and the tide approach. They cannot rest ; 

'J'hey must approach. They must, by every 
test 
Of all men's knowledge, neither slow nor fast, 
Approach and front us. When the night is past, 

The morrow's dawn will lead me to my quest. 



8 
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Then shall I tremble greatly and be glad, 

For I shall meet My True-Love all alone. 
And none shall tell me of her dainty zone, 

And none shall say how sweetly she is clad ; 

But I shall know it. Men may call me mad ; 

But I shall know hovl^ bright the world has grown. 

There is a grammar of the lips and eyes, 

And I have learnt it. There are tokens sure 
or trust in Love, and I have found them pure. 

Is Love the guerdon, then ? Is Love the prize ? 

It is ! It is ! We find it in the skies ; 

And here on earth 't is all that will endure. 

All things for Love. All things in some divine 

And wished-for way conspire, as nature knows, 
To some great joy. Where'er a daisy grows, 
There grows a joy. The forest trees combine 
To talk of peace when mortals would repine ; 
And he is false to God who flouts the rose. 
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Over her shoulder departing Summer 
Turns her face with a tearful smile ^ 

Fearing to meet the approaching comer. 
Yet longing to linger a little while. 

Sadly she looks at the hillsides burning ; 

The new king's banners are flaunting wide 
^^ I must away,** she moans, and, turning, 

Royal Autumn stands by her side I 

Strongly he clasps her fair young fingers, 
" Reign thou with me over the land I ** 

Still in his arms the sweet queen lingers, — 
Summer and Autumn united stand. 



etiahn DO YOU REMEMBER? 

JFitjrt. 

T^O you remember when you heard 

'^ My lips breathe love's first faltering word, — - 

You do, Sweet, don't you ? — 
When, having wandered all the day, 
Linked arm in arm, I dared to say, 
" You '11 love me, won't you ? " 

And when you blushed, and could not speak, 
I fondly kissed your glowing cheek ; 

Did that affront you ? 
Oh, surely not ; your eye expressed 
No wrath, but said, perhaps in jest, 

" You '11 love me, won't you ? " 

I 'm sure your eyes replied, " I will ; " 
And you believe that promise still : 

You do. Sweet, don't you ? 
Yes, yes ; when age has made our eyes 
Unfit for questions or replies, 

You '11 love me, won't you ? 
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ectofter WOOING. 

SSttonH. 

A LITTLE bird once met another bird, 
'^ And whistled to her, " Will you be my mate ? " 
With fluttering wings she twittered, " How absurd ! 

Oh, what a silly pate ! " 

And off into a distant tree she flew, 

To find concealment in the shady cover ; 
And passed the hours in slyly peeping through 

At her rejected lover. 

The jilted bard, with drooping heart and wing, 

Poured forth his grief all day in plaintive songs, 
Telling in sadness to the ear of spring, 

The story of his wrongs. 

But little thought he, while each nook and dell 

With the wild music of his plaint was thrilling, 
That scornful breast with sighs began to swell, 

Half pitying and half willing. 

Next month I walked the same sequestered way, 
When close together on a twig I spied them ; 

And in a nest half hid with leaves there lay 
Four little birds beside them. 
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Coy maid, this moral in your ear I drop : 

When lover's hopes within their hearts you prison, 
Fly out of sight and hearing ; do not stop — 

To look behind and listen I 



(October FIVE. 

" PJUT a week is so long," he said, 
With a toss of his curly head. 
" One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, — 
Seven whole days ! Why, in six, you know 
(You said it yourself, you told me so), 
The great God up in Heaven 
Made all the earth and the seas and skies, 
The trees and the birds and the butterflies I 
How can I wait for my seeds to grow ? " 

" But a month is so long," he said, 
With a droop of his bo)dsh head. 
" Hear me count : one, two, three, four, — 
Four whole weeks, and three days more ; 
Thirty-one days, and each will creep 
As the shadows crawl over yonder steep ; 
Thirty-one nights, and I shall lie 
Watching the stars climb up the sky I 
How can I wait till a month is o'er?" 
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" But a year is so long," he said, 

Uplifting his bright curly head. 
'' All the seasons must come and go 
Over the hills with footsteps slow, — 
Autumn and winter, summer and spring. 
Oh, for a bridge of gold to fling 
Over the chasm deep and wide, 
That I might cross to the other side, 
Where she is waiting, My Love, My Bride I " 

"Ten years may be long," he said, 

Slow raising his stately head, 
" But there is much to win, there is much to lose ; 
A man must labor, a man must choose, 
And he must be strong to wait ! 
The years may be long, but who would wear 
The crown of honor, must do and dare ! 
No time has he to toy with fate 
Who would climb to manhood's high estate I '' 

" Ah, life is not long ! " he said. 

Bowing his grand white head. 
" One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, — 
Seven times ten are seventy. 
Seventy years ! As swift their flight 
As swallows cleaving the morning light, 
Or golden gleams at even. 
Life is short as a summer night, — 
How long, O God ! is eternity ? " 
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October SILENCE. 

iFouttJ;. 

T'^EAR, there has grown between us, day by day, 

A silence like the breathless pause of night, 

And all our words have seemed to speed away 

As birds that soar to glories out of Siight. 
Now, while my lonely heart cries out for you, 

With lips that move with prayers unsaid, I go ; 
I shield my eyes, lest they should dumbly sue, — 

And yet, sometimes, I almost think you know. 

I will not speak. See how the cliff drops down 

To meet the sea, and leaves us here above ; 
So now, one step our finite selves would drown 

In depths as infinite of boundless love. 
The silent sun his heart of glory veils, 

Where clouds reveal him by their rosy glow ; 
I speak not, though your fair cheek blooms and pales, — 

And yet, I wonder if perhaps you know. 

The trees behind us thrill with faint alarms, 

Where small wood creatures from their fellows start ; 
The shadows creep and steal like loving arms, 

And clasp us closely to the twilight's heart ; 
The wind breathes gently as a child asleep ; 

The waves, with dreamy kisses stir below ; 
The tender hush about us grows more deep, — 

Yet, in the silence. Love, at last you know. 
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** NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP." 

October 
JFiftij. 

" IVfOW I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray the Lord my soul to keep," — 

So the baby learned her prayer 

Kneeling by her mother's chair ; 

In her little bed-gown white, 

Said it over every night ; 

Learning, in her childish way, 

How a little child could pray. 

" Now I lay me down to sleep," 
Said the child, a maiden grown, 

Thinking, with a backward glance, 
How the happy past had flown. 

Since, beside her mother's knee, 

With a child's humility, 

She had said her simple prayer. 

Feeling safe in Jesus* care. 

" I pray the Lord my soul to keep," — • 
Yet the words were careless said. 

Lightly had the hand of time 

Laid his fingers on her head ; 

On life's golden afternoon, 

Gav the bells and sweet the tune. 

And upon her wedding-day 

She had half forgot to pray. 
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" Now I lay me down to sleep," — 
How the words come back again, 

With a measure that was born 

Half of pleasure, half of pain. 

Kneeling by a cradle-bed, 

With a hand upon each head, 

Rose the old prayer, soft and slow, 

As a brooklet in its flow. 

All alone, with bended head, 
She has nothing but her dead ; 
Yet with heart so full of care, 
Still her lips repeat the prayer. 
Rest at last ! O storm-tossed soul ! 
Safe beyond the breakers* roll : 
He, the Lord, her soul shall keep. 
Now she lays her down to sleep I 



^ctabtt MARJORIE'S KISSES. 

ly/r ARJORIE laughs, and climbs on my knee^ 

And I kiss her, and she kisses me. 
I kiss her ; but I don't much care, 
Because, although she is charming and fair, — 
Marjorie 's only three. 

But there will come a time, I ween. 
When, if I tell her of this little scene. 
She will smile and prettily blush ; and then 
I shall long in vain to kiss her again, — 
When Marjorie *s seventeen. 
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October ALL FOUR. 

A LITTLE child before the shady door, 
A kitten lying on the cottage floor ; 
Beneath a locust-tree, from whose white bloom 
A passing breeze shook out a rich perfume, 
An old man sitting in his easy chair, — 
A hale old man, with silver flowing hair, — 
The house-dog stretched beneath his master's feet 
On bed of cool green grasses dark and sweet : 
And dog and child and cat, on cottage floor, 
And hale old man, were wrapped in sleep, — all four. 

A partridge, piping in the dead'ning near, 
Called to " bob white " ; in whistle soft and clear 
From marshy pasture rose a lark in mirth, 
Spilled his brief song, and silent sunk to earth ; 
In a new-furrowed field, a noisy crew 
Of blackbirds picked the worms the plough upthrew ; 
The panting farmer, as he held the plough, 
With his straw hat-brim fanned his streaming brow : 
While dog and child, and cat on floor, 
And hale old man, slept sound and cool, — all four 

Loud crows uprising from the neighboring field, 
With cawings hoarse, in lazy circles wheeled, 
Then downward sank again in lessening rings, 
Flashing the sunlight from their sable wings ; 
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Higher up, a hawk too circled, — cunning spy, 
Watching the barnyard with a hungry eye, 
Where chanticleer with wings distended stood, 
And clucking partlett called her screaming brood ; 
While dog, and child, and cat on cottage floor, 
And gray old man slept sound and sweet, — all four. 

In dreams through memory-land the old man strayed. 
Retrod his travelled path, and, childlike, played 
Along each stream, upon each flowery plain, 
Lived all his happy boy-life o'er again ; 
In dreams the child, through hope's bright fairy-land, 
Roamed glad and far with loving angel band, 
Saw sights that childhood only dreaming sees, — 
Marvellous flowers and birds and streams and trees ; 
But dog and cat a dreamless slumber slept. 
While round to four the clock's slow finger crept. 

Sudden a white cloud veiled the sun's bright face ; 
Another joined it in its resting-place ; 
The sky, that ere while -bent an arch of blue. 
Grew black with clouds, with tempest threatening grew ; 
Quick-flashing lightnings rent the storm in twain, 
And in its bosom sheathed themselves again ; 
From its torn breast the sky its life-tide spills. 
And its hoarse moans re-echo through the hills, 
And dog, and child, and cat on cottage floor. 
And hale old man are roused from sleep, — all four. 
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^ttahtt WHY? 

HAT did the Baby come for ? 
That was the question trite 
The neighbors asked of each other 

That stormy winter night. 
What was the need of children ? 
'T was hard enough before 
To keep care out of the window, 
The gray wolf from the door. 

Out of the wintry barren, 

Over the sleeping town, 
Out of the cold dark heaven 

Drifted the snowflakes down. 
Within the low old cottage 

Flickered the candle's flame 
In the dusk of the early dawning, 

But never an answer came. 

What did the Baby come for? 

A woman's heart could tell : 
At touch of the tiny fingers, 

Like to a fairy spell, 
A heart that was hard with doubting, 

A soul that was barred with sin, 
Opened a tide from God's ocean — 

The mother-love swept in. 
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What did the Baby come for? 

A strong man's heart had grown, 
Through poverty's constant grinding, 

As hard as the nether stone. 
Only a Baby's prattle, 

And yet, O wonderful song 
That made a man's heart grow lighter, 

Made a man's hands grow strong I 

Was ever a spring or summer 

That vanished on wings so fleet ? 
Ah, 't was a joy to labor, 

When living had grown so sweet ! 
Care never came near the window. 

And poverty, gaunt and grim, 
Never stepped over the threshold, — 

There was no place for him. 



ectobtx A FAREWELL. 

Nintij. 

jWf Y Fairest Child, I have no song to give you ; 

No lark could pipe to skies so dull and gray j 
Yet, ere we part, one lesson I can leave you 
For every day. 

Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever : 
Do noble things, not dream them, all day long ; 
And so make life, death, and that vast forever 
One grand sweet song. 
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ectahtt TUCKING THE BABY IN. 
Ztntif. 

npHE dark-fringed eyelids slowly close 
On eyes serene and deep ; 

Upon my breast my one sweet child 

Has gently dropped to sleep. 

I kiss his soft and dimpled cheek, 

I kiss his rounded chin, 

Then lay him on his little bed, 

And tuck ray baby in. 

How fair and innocent he lies ! 

Like some small angel strayed. 

His face still warmed by God's own smile. 

That slumbers unafraid ; 

Or like some new-embodied soul, 

Still pure from taint of sin, — 

My thoughts are reverent as I stoop 

To 4;uck my baby in. 

What toil must stain these tiny hands, 
That now lie still and white ? 
What shadows creep across the face 
That shines with morning light ? 
These wee, pink, shoeless feet, 

How far 
Shall go their lengthening tread 
When they no longer, cuddled close, 
May rest upon this bed ? 
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Oh, what am I that I should train 

An angel for the skies, 

Or mix the potent draught that feeds 

The soul within those eyes ! 

I reach him up to sinless hands 

Before his cares begin : 

Great Father, with Thy folds of Love, 

Oh, tuck my baby in ! 



A SONG OF SPRING AND AUTUMN. 

(©rtobtr 
EleiJtntlj. 

N the season of white wild roses 
We two went hand in hand ; 
But now in the ruddy autumn 
Together already we stand. 



I 



I 
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Oh, pale pearl necklace that wandered 
0*er the white-thorn's tangled head. 

The white-thorn is turned to russet, 
The pearls to purple and red. 

On the topmost orchard branches 
It then was crimson and snow, 

Where now the gold-red apples 
Burn on the turf below. 

And between the trees the children 
In and out run hand in hand ; 

And, with smiles that answer their smiling, 
We together stand. 



I30 t^t J^ereafter* 



©ctote THE HEREAFTER. 

Cfajelft^. 

O IGH not, fair Mother, as thou seest 
^^ The little nursery at thy feet, — 
Three golden heads together bent, 

Like statesmen o'er some scheme profound and sweet, 

Convened in their more gracious parliament. 

Sigh not if o*er ihy faithful heart 

Keen shadows of the future go, — 

The tortures dormant in the frame ; 
The woes of want and wrong ; the sterner woe 
Of souls that start, and own a hidden shame. 

Fenced from the frosty gales of ill, 
Man slips through life unmade, unbraced : 
As honey from the flint-rock shed. 
Wrong bravely borne, the brunt of pain well faced. 
Rain in soft blessings on the gallant head. 

Endure ! Endure ! Life's lesson so 

Is written large in sea and earth ; 

And he who gives us wider scope 
Than the dumb things that struggle from their birth, 
Sets in our sky a star of higher hope, 

And with more joy, than one who treads 
The road with never-swerving strength, 
His future-piercing eyes survey 
Those who, wide-roving, to the fold at length 
Trace with thorn-reddened feet their final way. 
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Then sigh not if the smiling band 
Their unforethoughtful brightness keep, 
And garner sunbeams for the day 
When those dear stainless eyes may yearn to weep 
The natural drops that cannot force their way. 

He who has made us, and foresees 
Our tears, to thy too-anxious gaze 
The long hereafter gently spares ; 
Only His love shines forth, through all their days 
Pledged to the children of so many prayers. 



(Dctofiet LOVE'S DAWN. 

Cftirteentfj. 

T AST night, — all night sweet slumber fled my 
eyes, — 
I watched the stars climb up the eastern steep, 
And sink down, down into the western deep 

In glittering groups. I heard the soft wind rise 
And gently sing, as mothers croon a song 

Above their babes. I heard the waters moan 

Upon the shore, like an old love outgrown 

And left behind, weeping above its wrong. 

Then through the stillness of the cool sweet night, 
Burst a full flood of song from some glad bird, 
Who, waking, thought of love, or, dreaming, heard 

His mate's voice calling. Slowly broke the light 
Over the hills. Thus, with a burst of song, 
Comes Love's dawn to the heart that 's waited long. 
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ectahtx THE TWO MYSTERIES. 
JFourtenttfj. 

"I X ZE know not what it is, Dear, this sleep so deep 
^^ and still: 
The folded hands, the awful calm, the cheek so pale 

and chill; 
The lids that will not lift again, though we may call 

and call; 
The strange, white solitude ot 'peace that settles 

over all. 

We know not what it means, Dear, this desolate heart- 
pain, 

This dread to take our daily way, and walk in it again ; 

We know not to what other sphere the loved who leave 
us go, 

Nor why we 're left to wonder still, nor why we do not 
know. 

But this we know : our loved and dead, if they should 

come this day, 
Should come and ask us, "What is life?" not one of 

us could say. 
Life is a mystery as deep as ever death can be ; 
Yet, oh, how dear it is to us, this life we live and see ! 
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Then might they say, these vanished ones, — and 

blessed is the thought, — 
** So death is sweet to us, Beloved, though we may show 

you nought. 
We may not to the quick reveal the mystery of death ; 
Ye cannot tell us, if ye would, the mystery of breath." 

The child who enters life comes not with knowledge or 

intent ; 
So those who enter death must go as little children sent. 
Nothing is known ; but I believe that God is overhead, 
And as life is to the living, so death is to the dead. 



©ctober THE FIRST TRYST. 

jFifteentl). 

O HE pulls a rose from her rose-tree, 

*^ Kissing its soul to him 

Far over years, far over dreams 

And tides of chances dim. 

He plucks from his heart a poem : 
A flower-sweet messenger, 

Far over years, far over dreams, 
Flutters its soul to her. 

These are the world-old lovers, 

Clasped in one twilight's gleam ; 

Yet he is but a dream to her, 
And she a poet's dream. 
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mtobn I SHALL BE WITH THEE. 

^iiteentij. 

HEAR a footstep in the hall, 
I see a shadow on the wall, — 
A moving shadow, dark and tall, 
A voiceless shadow, — this is all. 



I 



No gentle footfall near the door 
Thrills to my heart across the floor, 
And I am we^ry thinking o*er 
That music I shall hear no more, — 
That tender music, soft and sweet, — 
The melody of coming feet ; 
I cry, and echo sends the call 
Back to my heart ; and this is all. 



I feel a soft hand on my head, — 
A hand whose touch seems overspread 
With balm like that the lilies shed 
O'er the white bosoms of the dead ; 
And I am chill while memories fall 
Like odors o'er me, — that is all. 

I feel the rhythm and the rhyme 
Of thy dear life keep sweetest time 
With God's sweet sounds, and overclimb 
All sounds with which they inter-chime. 
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I see thee, hear thee, feel thy. breath, 
In the still air which answereth 
With lightest kiss whene'er I call, 
'Mid tears for thee, and this is all. 

I cannot hear thee in the hall, 
Nor see thy shadow on the wall ; 
Yet I shall hear an Angel call 
My name adown the jasper wall : 
For when the leaves of autumn fall, 
I shall be with thee, — this is all. 



^dahtt MY JIM. 

^IX tiny pearls, all in a row, 

^^ Set between dimples white as the snow. 

Dear little tow-head, eyes of blue, 
Wary and watchful for what *s new. 

Two bonnie hands, ten little toes 
Going ever wherever Jim goes. 

He is a merry boy day in and out ; 

If he can't whisper, be sure he can shout. 

Careless, liappy, hopo*-my-thumb, 
JoUiest lad in all Christendom, 

Is Jim with his 
Six tiny pearls, all in a row. 
Set between dimples white as the snow. 
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(Bctohn PREMONITION. 

Eiflfjtwntfj. 

T N a still chamber, a white bed of sleep 

^ With soothing pillow, and a dream so deep 

That it alone reality did seem, 

And all reality was but a dream, 

I woke as children waken, — in surprise, 

With soft bewilderment of lips and eyes ; 

For I had felt upon my eyelids pressed 

One darling baby kiss, upon my breast 

A passing breath as of an angel-wing 

Poising above me, fragrant, fluttering. 

And then I breathed the subtle, sweet perfume 
Of lilacs, — purple lilacs in full bloom ; 
Lilacs so cool and fresh, the flowers I knew 
Just plucked ; pale purple lilacs damp with dew. 

In ecstasy, I to the window flew, 
Charmed with the garden of my dreams ; but no ! 
There coldly fell the moonlight on the snow, — 
The snow that lay like moonlight far below. 

Was it a memory that chose to bring 

From my dream-garden a forgotten flower? 

Was it a spirit that forestalled the hour, 

And woke me with the first faint breath of spring? 



-— ^ 
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<©rtoiitr A MOTHER^S ADVICE. 

Kineteentij. 

• •••••• 

Be profuse of favors ; 
They cost you little, and will buy you hearts. 
Yet do not play the braggart with your bounty, — 
Scorn lies beneath too much magnificence ; 
But always give as if the gifts were trifles 
To eyes that see to whom the gifts are given. 

Be faithful to your Husband, 
Yet not so servient as to jade his fondness. 
Let him be often foreign to your life, 
That he may feel your lack, and woo you over. 
Be not too common to him. Hold him off, 
That you may bind him to you ; for in him 
Your domination lies. See that he has 
No friend that is not yours, no counsellor 
Whose secret thoughts are not your Jnterests. 
Be chaste as snow in heart as well as deed ; 
One spark of love may light a fire to bum 
The edifice of your greatness to an ash. 
Nor be contented with the innocent fact. 
But make your seeming lock the lips of slander. 
And yet you may have lovers if you will, — 
The more the better, so you love not them ; 
For till we yield, we are our lovers' tyrants ; 
But afterward their slaves. Remember this. 
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GOING OUT WITH THE TIDE. 

dBctahtt 

AISE me up in my bed, Wife, 

There *s the sound of the sea in my ear ; 
And it sings to my soul in a music 

That earth is not blessed to hear. 
Open the little window, Wife, 

Then come and sit by my side ; 
We '11 wait God's sweet flood-water 

To take me out with the tide. 

I see the harbor-bar, Wife, 

And my dear little boat in the bay ; 
But who shall be able to guide her 

When her master hath passed away ? 
I know that her helm, so trusty, 

Will answer no other hand 
As it answered mine when I knew, Wife, 

You were waiting for me on the strand. 
• •••••« 

There 's a chill runs through our hearts, Wife, 

When the harbor-bar doth moan ; 
But a darker grief will be yours, Wife, 

When you 're left in the cot alone. 
But a few more flows of the sea, Wife, 

And a few more ebbs of the tide. 
Then God's sweet flood shall bring you 

Again to your old man's side ! 
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The red sun is low in the west, Wife, 

And the tide sinks" down with the sun ; 
We will part With each other in love, Wife, 

For sweetly our lives have run. 
Give me your hand, My Own Love, 

As you gave it in days of yore I 
We will clasp them, ne'er to be sundered, 

When we meet on the far-off shore 1 



October AN IDEAL. 

Etoentg^iFttst. 

T^ YES shaded gray, wistful, tender, 
^^ Drooping lashes, dark and long ; 
A rosebud mouth that doth render 

The roguish dimple free of wrong. 
Graceful with the art of winning. 

From life and living love's sweet part ; 
Earnest with the power of giving, 

* A child's faith, but a woman's heart. 
With mirth in gladness, tears for sorrow, 

Trusting God in tender wise 
For the great unfathomed future. 

Which unrevealed before her lies. 
Just a woman, trusting, faithful, 

Gladdening where her glances fall ; 
Wise by reason of her loving. 

Just, a Woman, — that is all. 
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(October MATERNITY. 

r^ OD gave me children ; so He fed, in part, 
^-^ The quenchless longings of a loving Tieart ; 
And taught me how to love ; and He doth choose 
My loved for me, and so I never lose. 
And for my children, oh, what love divine 
This dear pre-natal pledge, " They shall be mine ! " 
Thrilling my soul with life-inspiring flame, 
Twin born with love ; so all my children came. 

When near my heart their first faint pulses beat, 
It seemed an angel spoke a secret sweet, 
With a strange meaning other words above. 
To fit my girlish heart for mother-love ; 
Trembling at thought of life*s great mystery, 
My timid soul His way alone would see. 
In dearer tie He met my spirit there, 
When first for babe unborn I breathed a prayer ; 
Alone, and kneeling in the twilight dim, 
The asked of God, I gave again to Him. 

I even dared to pray, so bold I grew. 
That He would keep me to my trust as true 
As His own virgin Mother when she bare 
The incarnate Life beneath her bosom fair ; 
And often through those waiting days there came 
Dear thoughts of Him who bore the sweetest name. 
Who made for us the badge of motherhood 
The deepest sorrow and the highest good. 
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I leaned by day upon His promise strong, 
And heard by night the angels' cradle-song;^ 
And bore each life, deep, deep my soul within. 
Unsullied by one cherished thought of sin ; 
And looking ever in His tender face, 
Could say, '* Thou knowest it is all of grace ! " 
>So in the promise of His love I rest, 
Since faith will always say, " He knoweth best, 
And trust my flock shall gathered be at last 
Safe in the fold above, when life is past. 
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I WISH I COULD REMEMBER THAT 

ectabtt FIRST DAY. 

CtoentgsEfjirU. 

T WISH I could remember that first day, 

First hour, first moment, of your meeting me ; 
If bright or dim the season, — it might be 

Summer or winter, for aught I can say, 

So unrecorded did it slip away ; 

So blind was I to see and to foresee. 
So dull to mark the budding of my tree 

That would not blossom yet for many a May. 

If only I could recollect it ; such 

A day of days ! I let it come and go 
As traceless as a thaw of bygone snow. 

It seemed to mean so little, meant so much ; 

If only now I could recall that touch, 

First touch of hand in hand 1 Did one but know ! 
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October LITTLE SORROW. 

A MONG the thistles on the hill, 

In tears, sat Little Sorrow : 
" I see a black cloud in the west, 
'T will bring a storm to-morrow ; 
And when it storms, where shall I be? 
And what will keep the rain from me ? 
Woe 's me ! " said Little Sorrow. 

" But now the air is soft and sweet, 
The sunshine bright," said Pleasure. 
" Here is my pipe ; if you will dance, 
I '11 make my merriest measure. 
Or, if you choose, we '11 sit beneath 
The red-rose tree, and twine a wreath : 
Come, come with me ! " said Pleasure. 

" Oh, I want neither dance nor flowers ; 

They're not for me,*' said Sorrow, 

" When that black cloud is in the west, 

And it will storm to-morrow ! 

And if it storm, what shall I do? 

I have no heart to play with you. 

Go, go ! " said Litde Sorrow. 

But lo, when came the morrow's mom, 
The clouds were all blown over ; 
The lark sprang singing from his nest 
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Among the dewy clover ; 

And Pleasure called, " Come out and dance 1 

To-day you mourn no evil chance, 

The clouds have all blown over ! " 

" But if they have, alas, alas ! 
Poor comfort that," said Sorrow ; 
" For if to-day we miss the storm, 
'T will surely come to-morrow, 
And be the fiercer for delay : 
I am too sore at heart to play. 
Woe 's me ! " said Little Sorrow. 



MY MOTHER'S PORTRAIT. 

October 
Ctoentg^jFiftfj. 

\/'0U ask for her dear picture, that my hand 

Has not the skill to draw. A patient face 
Where pain and care and torrow left their trace ; 
Hair that is smoothed above the brow, a band 
Of shining silver, — angels in the land 

Of peace have such an aureole to grace 
Their foreheads ; — lips where one would place 
Only pure kisses ; eyes that have command. 
Entreaty, Love, mirth, pathos, rarely blent 

In their kind glances. Nay, I cannot paint 
Her portrait ; for the soul that is so sweet 
Soars too far Heavenward, as though 't were lent 
Only in part to earth. Picture a saint, 

And you will have her likeness then complete. 
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October THE CHILDREN. 

'T^ H ROUGH the day, when the children are round me, 
^ So full of their laughter and play, 

I, busy and careworn, oft wonder 

How they can be always so gay. 
While I long for rest, they care only 

To frolic and tomp all the day. 

They weary me so with their chatter, 

Their constant demands and their noise ; 

They leave muddy tracks on the carpet. 
And litter the room with their toys, — 

Till at times from a heart that *s o'erburdened 
I mete out harsh words to my boys. 

But at night, when so softly they *re sleeping, 
Cuddled down in each snug little bed. 

With busy hands safe from all mischief. 
And quiet each restless young head, 

And a look of such peace on their features 
As if never a tear they had shed, — 

As I gaze on their dear rosy faces, 

So sweet in their innocent sleep, 
I pardon, unasked, all their mischief. 

Nor thought of their naughtiness keep ; 
For my heart overflows in the silence 

With love that is tender and deep. 
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How small seem the trifles that vex me ! 

How could they have power to annoy ! 
And gently I fold the worn garments, 

And pick up each battered old toy, 
While I think of the homes where no children 

Repay every care with a joy, — 

Sad homes, where their merry young voices 
No longer the glad echoes start, 

To fall, like the sweetest of music, 
On a mother's lone aching heart. 

Whose dear ones too soundly are sleeping, 
From her sheltering arms apart. 

O mothers, like me, who are weary, 

And often too hastily chide, 
Keep not your fond words for the sleepers, 

Nor wait for the darkness to hide 
The love welling up from the heart-spring 

When kneeling your darlings beside. 

Let us give of our best in the daytime ; 

Let mother-love brighten and bless 
The pathway the dear ones must travel : 
Too soon will life's burden oppress ; 
Let theirs be the joy to remember 

Mother's smile and the tender caress. 



10 
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©ctoftrr THE ROYAL GUEST. 

T^'^HEY tell me I am shrewd with other men : 

With thee I 'm slow and difficult of speech ; 
With others I may guide the car of talk : 
Thou wing'st it oft to realms beyond my reach. 

If other guests should come, I *d deck my hair, 
And choose my newest garment from the shelf; 
When thou art bidden, I would clothe my heart 
With holiest purpose, as for God Himself. 

For them I while the hours with tale or song. 
Or web of fancy, fringed with careless rhyme ; 
But how to find a flitting lay for thee, 
Who hast the harmonies of every time ? 

O friend beloved, I sit apart and dumb, 
Sometimes in sorrow, oft in joy divine ; 
My lip will falter, but my prisoned heart 
Springs forth to measure its faint pulse with thine. 

Thou art to me most like a royal guest, 
Whose travels bring him to some lowly roof, 
Where simple rustics spread their festal fare. 
And, blushing, own it is not good enough. 
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Bethink thee then, whene'er thou com*st to me, 
From high emprise and noble toil to rest, 
My thoughts are weak and trivial, matched with thine, 
But the poor mansion offers thee its best. 



d^ctobtt THE DIVIDING GULF. 
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"DUT as when we have longed to greet 

Some wished-for one we never meet. 
Their semblance still may please our eyes. 
Their presence in our dreams arise, — 
So, though lone thoughts ne'er meet their kind, 
Or, meeting in the darkness blind, 
Know not they meet, falls there no flash 
Upon the waters wide that wash 
The silent shores of either mind, 
And both by sudden pathway find ? 
Shines there no light we never sought. 
On all the ways of toil and thought, 
A flash in momentary course. 
Like lightning from an unseen source. 
That in the trembling of a star. 
Shows all the world, anear and far. 
When in a flood of flame intense 
The gulf is banished from our sense, 
And in one moment, bridging space. 
Two spirits stand as face to face ? 
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WITH TRUMPET AND DRUM. 

©ctober 

■\ 1 /"ITH big tin trumpet and little red drum, 

Marching like soldiers, the children come. 
It 's this way and that way they circle and file — 

My ! but that music of theirs is fine ! 
This way and that way, and after a while 

They march straight into this heart of mine, — 
A sturdy old heart, but it has to succumb 
To the blare of that trumpet and the beat of that drum. 

Come on, little people, from cot and from hall ! 
This heart it hath welcome and room for you all ! 

It will sing you its songs, and warm you with Love, 
As your dear little arms with, my arms inter- 
twine ; 
It will rock you away to the dreamland above, — 
Oh, a jolly old heart is this old heart of mine, 
And jollier still is it bound to become 
When you blow that big trumpet and beat that red drum. 

So, come ! Though I see not his dear little face, 
And hear not his voice in this jubilant place, 
I know he were happy to bid me enshrine 

His memory deep in my heart with yo\ir play. 
Ah, me ! but a Love that is sweeter than mine 
Holdeth my boy in its keeping to-day. 
And my heart it is lonely ; so, little folk, come, 
March in, and make merry with trumpet and drum I 
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(Bctnhtx MAIDEN, WIFE, MOTHER. 

WlijixiutJj^ 

'T^HE melody of birds is in her voice, 

The lake is not more crystal than her eyes, 
In whose brown depths her soul still sleeping lies. 
With her soft curls the passionate zephyr toys, 
And whispers in her ears of coming joys. 
Upon her breast red rosebuds fall and rise, 
Kissing her snowy throat, and, lover -wise, 
Breathing forth sweetness till the fragrance cloys. 
Sometimes she thinks of love ; but, oftener yet, 
Wooing but wearies her, and love's hot phrase 
Repels and frightens her. Then, like the sun 
At misty dawn, amid the fear and fret. 
There rises in her heart, at last, some One, 
And all but love is banished by its rays. 

There stands a cottage by a river side. 
With rustic benches, sloping eaves beneath. 
Amid a scene of mountain, stream, and heath. 
A dainty garden, watered by the tide, 
On whose calm breast the queenly lilies ride. 
Is bright with many a purple pansy wreath, 
While here and there forbidden lion's teeth 
Uprear their golden crowns with stubborn pride. 
See ! there she leans upon the little gate, 
Unchanged, save that her curls, once flowing free. 
Are closely coiled upon her shapely head, 
And that her eyes look forth more thoughtfully. 
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Hark to her sigh ! " Why tarries He so late ? '* 

But mark her smile ! She hears his well-known tread. 

Beneath the eaves there is another chair, 

And a bruised lily lies upon the walk, 

With the bright drops still clinging to its stalk. 

Whose careless hand has dropped its treasure there ? 

And whose small form does that frail settee bear ? 

Whose is that wooden shepherdess and flock, 

That noble coach with steeds that never balk ? 

And why the gate that tops the cottage stair? 

Ah, he has now a. rival for her love, 

A chubby-cheeked, soft-fisted Don Juan, 

Who rules with iron hand in velvet glove 

Mother and sire as only Baby can. 

See ! there they romp, the mother and her boy. 

He on her shoulders perched, and wild with joy. 



THE LOVE OF LATER YEARS- 

October 
^i)irts*jFir8t. 

'T^HEY err who deem Love's brightest hour in 

blooming youth is known; 
Its purest, tenderest, holiest power in after life is shown. 
When passions chastened and subdued to riper years 

are given. 
And earth and earthly things are viewed in light that 

breaks from Heaven* 
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It is not in the flush of youth, or days of cloudless mirth, 
We feel the tenderness and truth of Love's devoted 

worth ; 
Life then is like a tranquil stream which flows in 

sunshine bright, 
And objects mirrored in it seem to share its sparkling 

light. 

*T is when the howling winds arise, and life is like the 
ocean, 

Whose mountain billows brave the skies, lashed by the 
storm's commotion ; 

When lightning cleaves the murky cloud, and thunder- 
bolts astound us, — 

Tis then we feel our spirits bowed by loneliness 
around us. 

Oh, then, as to the seaman's sight the beacon's 

twinkling ray 
Surpasses far the lustre bright of summer's cloudless day. 
E'en such to tired and wounded hearts in manhood's 

darker years. 
The gentle light true Love imparts 'mid sorrows, cares, 

and fears. 

Its beams on minds of joy bereft their freshening 

brightness fling, 
And show that life has somewhat left to which their 

hopes may cling; 
It steals upon the sick at heart, the desolate in soul, 
To bid their doubts and fears depart, and point a 

brighter goal. 
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If such be Love's triumphant power o'er spirits touched 

by time, 
Oh, who shall doubt its loveliest hour of happiness 

sublime ? 
In youth, 'tis like the meteor's gleam which dazzles 

and sweeps by; 
In after life, its splendors seem linked with eternity ! 
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Dry leaves upon the wall, 
IVbicbflap like rustling wings, and seek escape ; 
A single frosted cluster on tie grape 

Still bangs — and that is all. 

It bangs forgotten quite, — 
Forgotten in the purple vintage-day ; 
Left for the sharp and cruel frosts to slay, — 

The daggers of the night. 
• «••••• 

Thou lonely tenant of the leafless vine. 
Granted the right to grow thy mates beside. 
To ripen thy sweet juices, but denied 

Thy place among the wine ! 

Aby we are dull and blind ; 
The riddle is too bard for us to guess 
The why of joy or of unhappiness. 

Chosen or left behind. 

But everywhere a host 
Of lonely lives shall read their type in thine, — 
Grapes which may never swell the tale of wine. 

Left out to meet the frost. 



Nobtmber TO THE LOVED ONE. 
JFitirt. 

T OVE is a flower 

"^^ That needs each hour 
To have its roots renewed ; 

Love is a power 

Of heavenly dower 
That must be used for good. 

Love is a rainbow in the skies, 
That fades, if sun shines not ; 

Love is a look in dearest eyes 
That ne'er can be forgot. 

Love is a blush upon the rose, 
That withers with neglect ; 

Love is a bark upon the shore 
That easy may be wrecked. 

Then take the little trembling flower, 
And nurse it in thy breast ; 

Thou 'It plant it 'mid the stars on high 
That shine among the blest ! 
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Nobembft BABY'S STOCKING. 

Second. 

ANG up the Baby's stocking, 
Be sure you don't forget, — 
The dear little dimpled darling, 

She ne'er saw Christmas yet ! 
But I Ve told her all about it, 

And she opened her big blue eyes, 
And I 'm sure she understands it, 

She looks so funny and wise. 

Dear, what a tiny stocking ! 

It does n't take much to hold 
Such little pink toes as Baby's 

Away from frost and cold. 
But then, for the Baby's Christmas 

It will never do at all ; 
Why Santa would n't be looking 

For anything half so small ! 

I know what we '11 do for the Baby, — 

I 've thought of the very best plan, — 
I' 11 borrow a stocking of grandma. 

The longest that ever I can ; 
And you '11 hang it by mine, dear mother, 

Right here in the corner, so, 
And write a letter to Santa, 

And fasten it on the toe. 
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Write ; " This is the Baby's stocking 

That hangs in the comer here ; 
You have never seen her, Santa, 

For she only came this year ; 
But she *s just the blessedest Baby, 

And now, before you go, 
Just cram her stocking with goodies. 

From the top clean down to the toe." 



I 



IF I HAD BUT TWO LITTLE WINGS. 

November 
tJTIjirt. 

F I had but two little wings, 
And were a little feathery bird, 
To you I 'd fly, My Dear. 
But thoughts like these are idle things, 
And I stav here. 

But in my sleep to you I fly, — 

I 'm always with you in my sleep ; 
The world is all one's own. 

But then one wakes, and where am I ? 
All, all alone. 

Sleep stays not, though a monarch bids. 

So I love to wake ere break of day ; 
For though my sleep be gone, 
Yet while 't is dark one shuts one's lids, 

And still dreams on. 
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Nobmber A BIRTHDAY. 

Jf0ttrti). 

A Tl 7HAT shall I do to keep your day, 
^ ^ My Darling dead for many a year ? 

I could not, if I would, forget 

It is your day ; and yet — and yet 
It is so hard to find a way 

To keep it, now you are not here. 

I cannot add the lightest thing 

To the full sum of happiness 

Which now is yours ; nor dare I try 

To frame a wish for you, since I 

Am blind to know, as weak to bring. 
All impotent to aid or bless. 

And yet it is your day, and so, 

Unlike all other days, one bead 
Of gold in the long rosary 
Of dull beads little worth to me. 
And I must keep it bright, and show 

That what is yours is dear indeed. 

How shall I keep it here alone ? — 

With prayers in which your name is set ; 
With smiles, not tears ; and sun, not rain ; 
With memories sweeter far than pain ; 
With tender backward glances thrown ; 

And far on-lookings, clearer yet. 
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The gift I would have given to you, 

And which you cannot heed or take, 
Shall still be given ; and it shall be 
A secret between you and me, — 
A sweet thought, every birthday new, 
That it is given for your sake. 

And so your day, yours safely still, 

Shall come and go with ebbing time, — 
The day of all the year most sweet, — 
Until the years so slow, so fleet. 
Shall bring me, as in time they will, 

To where all days are yours and mine. 



November SURRENDER. 

JFiftfj. 

T O, here am I, a palette, and I wait, 
"'-^ Filled with my possibles of rose and blue 

And gold, before this canvas blank and new. 
O thou elect, thou artist of my fate, 
Use all, use all, use everything ! Create 

A picture that shall throb with every hue. 

Fear not my costly purple, 't is thy due ; 
Hoard not my crimson, it is thine estate. 
Oh, take me in thy hand and to thy heart 

As painters do, with head down-dropped above. 

In that same way adoring mothers love 
To bend above a babe ; then use thy art : 

A woman's life, thy waiting canvas, pleads ; 
Thy palette, Love, a woman's heart that bleeds. 



i6o Spirit to Spirit* 

Nobembft AD MATREM. 

TV yiUSIC and frankincense of flowers belong 
*• -*• To this sweet festival of all the year ; 
Take, then, the latest blossom of my song, 

And to Love's canticle incline thine ear. 
What is it that Love chants ? Thy perfect praise. 

What is it that Love prays? Worthy to prove. 
What is it Love desires ? Thy length of days. 

What is it that Love asks ? Return of Love, 
Ah, what requital can Love ask more dear 

Than by Love's priceless self to be repaid? 
Thy liberal Love, increasing year by year, 

Hath granted more than all my heart hath prayed, 
And, prodigal as nature, makes me pine 
To think how poor my love compared with thine. 



Nobembet SPIRIT TO SPIRIT. 

Sfbentij* 
" "p\EAD? Not to thee, thou keen watcher, not 

"^ silent, not viewless, to thee ; 

Immortal still wrapped in the mortal, I, from the 

mortal set free, 
Greet thee by many clear tokens thou smilest to hear 

and to see. 

"For I, when thou wakest at dawn, to the® am the 

entering morn; 
And I, when thou walkest abroad, am the dew on the 

leaf and the thorn, — 
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The tremulous glow of the noon, the twilight on 
harvest of corn. 

" I am the flower on the woodpath, thou bendest to 

look in my eyes ; 
The bird in its nest in the thicket, thou heedest my 

love-laden cries ; 
The planet that leads the night legions, thou liftest thy 

gaze to the skies. 

" And I am the soft-dropping rain, the snow with its 

fluttering swarms ; 
The summer-day cloud on the hill-tops, that showeth 

thee manifold forms ; 
The wind from the south and the west, the voice that 

sings courage in storms ! 

" Sweet was the earth to thee ever, but sweeter by far 

to thee now ; 
How hast thou room for tears When all times marvellest 

thou, I 

Beholding who dwells with God in the blossoming 

sward and bough ! 

*' Once as a wall were the mountains, once darkened 

between us the sea ; 
No longer these thwart and baflle, forbidding my 

passage to thee ; 
Immortal still wrapped in the mortal, I linger till thou 

art set free 1 " 

II 
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TSt^mhix EIGHTEEN. 

Eiflfttf). 

A H, grown a dim and fairy shade, 

Dear child, who, fifteen years ago. 

Out of our arms escaped, and fled 

With swift white feet, as if afraid, 

To hide beneath the grass, the snow, 

That sunny little head. 

This is your birthday ! Fair, so fair, 

And grown to gracious maiden height. 

And versed in Heavenly lore and ways ; 
White-vested as the angels are, 
In very light of very light, 

Somehow, somewhere, you keep the day, 

With those new friends, whom " new " we call. 
But who are dearer now than we, 

And better known by face and name ; 
And do they smile, and say, " How tall 
The child becomes, how radiant, she 
Who was so little when she came 1 " 

Darling, we count your eighteen years, — 

Fifteen in Heaven, on earth but three, — 
And try to frame you grown and wise ; 
But all in vain : there still appears 
Only the child you used to be. 

Our baby with the violet eyes. 
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Notembm TO MY WIFE. 

T^HY cheek is pale with many cares, 
"*" Thy brow is overcast, 

And thy fair face a shadow wears 

That tells of sorrows past. 
But music hath thy tongue for me ; 
How dark soever my lot may be, 
I turn for comfort, Love, to thee, 
My Beautiful, My Wife. 

Thy gentle eyes are not so bright 

As when I wooed thee first ; 
Yet still they have the same sweet light 

Which long my heart hath nurst ; 
They have the same enchanting beam 
Which charmed me in Love's early dream. 
And still with joy on me they stream. 

My Beautiful, My Wife ! 

When all without looks dark and cold, 

And voices change their tone. 
Nor greet me as they did of old, 

I feel I am not lone ; 
For thou, My Love, art aye the same, 
And looks and deeds thy faith proclaim : 
Though all should scorn, thou would 'st not blame, 

My Beautiful, My Wife ! 
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A shadow comes across my heart 

And overclouds my fate 
Whene'er I think thou may*st depart, 

And leave me desolate ; 
For as the wretch who treads alone 
Some gloomy path in wilds unknown, 
Such should I be if thou wert gone. 

My Beautiful, My .Wife ! 

If thou wert dead, the flowers might spring. 

But I should heed them not ; 
The merry birds might soar and sing, — 

They could not cheer my lot. 
Before me dark despair would rise 
And spread a pall o'er earth and skies, 
If shone no more thy loving eyes, 

My Beautiful, My Wife ! 

And those dear eyes have shone through tears, 

But never looked unkind ; 
For shattered hopes and troubled years 

Still closer seem to bind 
Thy pure and trusting heart to mine. 
Not for thyself did'st thou repine. 
But all thy husband's grief was thine. 

My Beautiful, My Wife ! 

When, at the eventide, I see 

My children throng around, 
And know the love of them and thee. 

My spirit still is bound 
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To earth, despite of every care ; 
I feel my soul can do and dare 
So long as thou my lot dost share, 
My Beautiful, My Wife I 



Nobembet SONG, 

A S the inhastening tide doth roll, 

Dear and desired, along the whole 
Wide, shining strand, and floods the caves, 
Your Love comes filling with happy waves 
The open seashore of my soul. 

But inland from the seaward spaces. 
None knows, not even you, the places 

Brimmed, at your coming, out of sight, — 

The little solitudes of delight 
This tide constrains in dim embraces. 

You see the happy shore, wave-rimmed, 
But know not of the quiet-dimmed 

Rivers your coming floods and fills, 
The little pools 'mid happier hills, 
My silent rivulets over-brimmed. 

What ! I have secrets from you ? Yes. 

But, visiting sea, your Love doth press 
And reach in further than you know, 
And fills all these ; and when you go, 

There 's loneliness in loneliness. 



1 66 ([Dpip£i?cl|iDton« 



Nobnnber EPI PSYCH I DION. 

'T*RUE Love in this differs from gold and clay 

That to divide is not to take away. 
Love is hke understanding, that grows bright, 
Gazing on many truths ; 't is like thy light, 
Imagination ! which from earth and sky, 
And from the depths of human phantasy, 
As from a thousand prisms and mirrors, fills 
The universe with glorious beams, and kills 
Error, the worm, with many a sun-like arrow 
Of its reverberated lightning. Narrow 
The heart that loves, the brain that contemplates. 
The life that wears, the spirit that creates 
One object, and one form, and builds thereby 
A sepulchre for its eternity. 

. . . • • • 

There was a Being whom my spirit oft 
Met on its visioned wanderings, far aloft 
In the clear golden prime of my youth's dawn. 
Upon the fairy isles of sunny lawn. 
Amid the enchanted mountains, and the caves 
Of divine sleep, and on the air-like waves 
Of wonder-level dream, whose tremulous floor 
Paved her light steps ; on an imagined shore, 
Under the gray beak of some promontory 
She met me, robed in such exceeding glory 
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That I beheld her not. In solitudes 

Her voice came to me through the whispering woods, 

And from the fountains, and the odors deep 

Of flowers, which, like lips murmuring in their sleep 

Of the sweet kisses which had lulled them there, 

Breathed but of her to the enamoured air ; 

And from the breezes, whether low or loud, 

And from the rain of every passing cloud, 

And from the singing of the summer birds, 

And from all sounds, all silence. 



Lady Mine, 
Scorn not these flowers of thought, the fading birth 
Which from its heart of hearts that plant puts forth 
Whose fruit, made perfect by thy sunny eyes, 
Will be as of the trees of paradise. 



This isle and house are mine, and I have vowed 
Thee to be lady of the solitude. 
And I have fitted up some chambers there 
Looking towards the golden eastern air. 
And level with the living winds, which flow 
Like waves above the living waves below. 
I have sent books and music there, and all 
Those instruments with which high spirits call 
The future from its cradle, and the past 
Out of its grave, and make the present last 
In thoughts and joys which sleep, but cannot die. 
Folded within their own eternity. 
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Our simple life wants little, and tnie taste 

Hires not the pale drudge luxury, to waste 

The scene it would adorn, and therefore still, 

Nature, with all her children, haunts the hill. 

The ringdove, in the embowering ivy, yet 

Keeps up her love-lament, and the owls flit 

Round the evening tower, and the young stars glance 

Between the quick bats in their twilight dance ; 

The spotted deer bask in the fresh moonlight 

Before our gate, and the slow, silent night 

Is measured by the pants of their calm sleep. 

Be this our home in life, and when years heap 

Their withered hours, like leaves, on our decay, 

Let us become the overhanging day, 

The living soul of this elysian isle, 

Conscious, inseparable, One. Meanwhile 

We two will rise, and sit, and walk together. 

And we will talk until thought's melody 
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 
In words, to live again in looks, which dart 
With thrilling tone into the voiceless heart. 
Harmonizing silence without a sound. 

• . . • • • • 

We shall become the same, we shall be One 
Spirit within two frames, oh, wherefore two? 
One passion in twin hearts, which grows and grew, 
Till Uke two meteors of expanding flame, 
Those spheres instinct with it become the same, 
Touch, mingle, are transfigured ; ever still 



to one totio tooulo €on(t^^. 169 

Burning, yet ever inconsumable : 
In one another's substance finding food, 
Like flames too pure and light and unimbued 
To nourish their bright lives with baser prey, 
Which point to Heaven, and cannot pass away ; 
One hope within two wills, One will beneath 
Two overshadowing minds, One life, One death, 
One Heaven. 



TO ONE WHO WOULD MAKE A 
Koijembet CONFESSION. 

/^H, leave the past to bury its own dead ! 

^ The past is nought to us, the present all. 

What need of last year's leaves to strew Love's bed ? 

What need of ghosts to grace a festival ? 

1 would not, if I could, those days recall, — 

Those days not ours. For us the feast is spread, 

The lamps are lit, and music plays withal ; 

Then let us love, and leave the rest unsaid. 

This island is our home. Around it roar 

Great gulfs and oceans, channels, straits, and seas. 

What matter in what wreck we reached the shore, 

So we both reached it? We can mock at these. 

Oh, leave the past, if past indeed there be ! 

I would not know it ; I would know but Thee. 
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Nobmber HAPPIEST DAYS. 

Eljirtemtl). 

nPHEY tell us, Love, that you and I 
-"^ Our happiest days are seeing. 
While yet is shut from either's eye 

The change that waits on being. 
Ah, life, they say, is a weary way. 

With less of joy than sorrow, 
For where the sunlight falls to-day 

There '11 be a shade to-morrow. 

If ours be love that will not bear 

The test of change and sorrow, 
And only deeper channels wear 

In passing to each morrow. 
Then better were it that to-day 

We fervently were praying 
That what we have might pass away 

While we the words were saying. 

The heart has depths of bitterness, 

As well as depths of pleasure ; 
And those who love, love not, unless 

They both of these can measure. 
There is a time, and it will come, 

When this they must discover ; 
And woe if either then be dumb 

To power that moved the lover. 
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There are some spots where each may fall, 

And each will need sustaining ; 
And suffering is the lot of all, 

And is of God*s ordaining. 
Then wherefore do our hearts unite 

In bonds that none can sever, 
If not to bless each changing light. 

And strengthen each endeavor? 



Then, while these happy days we bless, 

Let us no doubt be sowing ; 
God's mercy never will be less, 

Though He should change the showing. 
Such be our faith, as on we tread, 

Each trusting and obeying, 
As two who by His hand are led. 

And hear what He is saying. 



Noijemfter IF ONLY. 

Jfourteentjf. 

TF only I once more thy face might see, 
"*• Thy sad and dreamful face, 

Where dwelt all courtly grace, 
Thy tender, soul-lit face that haunteth me 
With o'er-fond looks wherever I may be, — 
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Methinks 't would ease this hurt within my breast 

That aches both night and day, 

That tortures me for aye, 
That throbs and throbs, and will not let me rest, 
That makes wan sorrow my familiar guest. 

If only I once more thy voice might hear, 

Thy music-breathing voice 

That erst made me rejoice, 
Whose lightest accents were so dear, so dear, 
I Ve treasured them most fondly year by year, — 

Would not my starving heart its want forget, 

And cease to hunger more ? 

Be sated as of yore, 
And joy usurp the place of dark regret. 
Sit throned in eyes with griefs chill dewdrops wet? 

If only I once more might gathered be 

Unto thy sheltering breast, 

That haven of sure rest, 
And feel thy kisses falling fast and free, — 
If only bliss like this might come to me ! 

Content thee, O complaining heart of mine, 

All this may never be 

Vouchsafed unto thee ; 
Fate evermore shall sever thee from thine : 
Drained to the last poor drop is life's rich wine. 
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mtoember IN A DREAM-SHIP. 

JFiftecntij. 

O HE sailed away one summer day 

^^ In a ship of shining shell ; 

Her cloak was a butterfly's gauzy wing, 

Her bonnet a big bluebell, 
Her bed was a lady's slipper, 

Her blankets the leaves of a rose, 
And a cushion of thistledown had she, 

Just to rest her tiny toes. 

With golden oars from the earth's dark shores 

She was borne o'er a silver sea ; 
And she never feared as the captain steered 

For the land where she wished to be. 

And this was the song, I 

As they drifted along, i 

That she sang from the ship of shell : ! 

" Oh, we are bound 

For enchanted ground ; 
It 's there that the fairies dwell ! " 

But a storm swept over the silver sea, 

And the little maid awoke, 
As against the side of the fair frail bark 

A cruel billow broke ; 
And she rubbed her eyes, and she pinched her arm. 

And fearfully peeped around ; 
But instead of a ship " for fairyland," 

She had boarded a " homeward-boimd." 
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mijembet GO FROM ME. 

f^O from me. Yet I feel that I shall stand 
^-^ Henceforward in thy shadow. Nevermore 
Alone upon the threshold of my door 
Of individual life, I shall command 
The uses of my soul, nor lift my hand 
Serenely in the sunshine as before, 
Without the sense of that which I forebore, — 
Thy touch upon the palm. The widest land 
Doom takes to part us, leaves thy heart in mine 
With pulses that beat double. What I do 
And what I dream include thee, as the wine 
Must taste of its own grapes. And when I sue 
God for myself, He hears that name of thine, 
And sees within my eyes the tears of two. 



mtoember THE GATE. 

^etoenteentfj. 

A CROSS the pathway, myrtle-fringed, 

"^^ Under the myrtle, it was hinged, — 

The little wooden gate ; 

'T was there, within the gloam, 

When I had strolled with Nelly home, 

I used to pause and wait, 
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Before I said to her, " Good-night," 
Yet loth to leave the winsome sprite 

Within the garden's pale ; 
And there, the gate between us two, 
We 'd linger, as all lovers do, 

And lean upon the rail. 

And face to face, eyes close to eyes, 
Hands meeting hands in feigned surprise 

After a steady quest ; 
So close I 'd bend, ere she 'd retreat, 
That I 'd grow drunken from the sweet 

Tuberose upon her breast. 

We *d talk in fitful style, I ween, 
With many a meaning glance between 

The tender words and low ; 
We 'd whisper some dear, sweet conceit, 
Some idle gossip we*'d repeat; 

And then I 'd move to go. 

" Good-night ! " I'd say ; "Good-night ! Good-by I " 
" Good-night ! " from her with half Sl sigh ; 

" Good-night ! " " Good-night ! " and then — 
And then I do not go, but stand. 
Again lean on the railing, and 

Begin it all again. 

Ah, that was many a day ago. 
That pleasant summer-time, although 
The gate is standing yet, — 
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A little cranky, it may be, 
A little weather-worn., like me, 
Who never can forget ! 

The happy " end " ? My cynic friend. 

Pray save your sneers, — there was no " end " ; 

Watch yonder chubby thing ! 
That is our youngest, — hers and mine ; 
See how he climbs, his legs to twine 

About the gate, and swing. 



Notonnber THE YELLOW PANE. 

Etgfjtenttij. 

"X 17 HEN overhead the gray clouds meet, 

And the air is heavy with mist and rain, 
She clambers up to the window-seat, 

And watches the storm through the yellow pane. 

At the painted window she laughs with glee 

She smiles at the clouds with a sweet disdain, 

And calls : "Now, Papa, it 's sunshine to me /' 
As she presses her face to the yellow pane. 

Dear Child, in life should the gray clouds roll, 
Heavy with grief, o'er thy path amain, 

Stealing the sunlight from thy soul, 

God keep for thee somewhere a yellow pane. 
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Noijember REST. 

Xinetecntij. 

T OVE, give me one of thy dear hands to hold ; 

"'-^ Take you my tired head upon thy breast ; 

Then sing me that sweet song we loved of old, — 

The dear, soft song about our little nest. 
We knew the song before the nest was ours ; 

We sang the song when first the nest we found ; 
We loved the song in happy after-hours, 

When peace came to us, and content profound. 
Then sing that olden song to me to-night, 

While I, reclining on thy faithful breast, 
See happy visions in the fair firelight, 

And my whole soul is satisfied with rest. 
Better than all our bygone dreams of bliss 
Are deep content and rest secure as this. 
What though we missed Love's golden summer time, 

His autumn fruits were ripe when we had leave 
To enter joy's wide vineyard in our prime, — 

Good guerdon for our waiting to receive. 
Love gave us no frail pledge of summer flowers. 
But side by side we pass the winter hours. 
And day by day new blessings are revealed. 

The heyday of our youth, its roseate glow, 
Its high desires, and cravings manifold. 

The raptures and delights of long ago. 
Have passed ; but we have truer joys to hold. 
Sing me the dear old song about the nest, — 
Our blessed home, our little ark of rest. 

12 



\ 
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Noijemfter THE PLAYMATE HOURS. 

Wtotntitti). 

T^AWN lingers silent in the shade of night, 

■^^ Till on the gloaming Baby's laughter rings ; 

Then smiling day awakes, and open flings 
Her golden doors, to speed the shining flight 
Of restless hours, gay children of the light. 

Each eager playfellow to Baby brings 
^ Some separate gift, — a flitting bird that sings 
With her ; a waving branch of berries bright ; 

A heap of rustling leaves ; each trifle cheers 
This joyous little life but just begun. 

No wear}' hour to her brings sighs or tears ; 
And when the shadows warn the loitering sun, 

With blossoms in her hand, untouched by fears, 
She softly falls asleep, and day is done. 



member A DISAPPOINTMENT. 
CbjentgsJFttjst. 

T happened thus : The other day. 
When I came late from town, 
I took a peep at little May, 
All warmly nestled down. 



I 



And as I peeped at her, she smiled 
A smile so bright and rare, 

I thought I never saw a child 
So pretty anywhere. 



at clie flMU 179 



I bent and kissed, as still she slept, 
Her lips so sweetly parted ; 

But she awoke, and stared, and wept. 
As she were broken-hearted. 

With gentle speech and soft caress 
The tears were quickly dried, 

And as the sobs grew less and less, 
I asked her why she cried. 

" Because," she murmured tearfully, 
" Because it was n't true, — 

I thought that God was kissing me, 
And it was only you." 



mijember AT THE LAST. 

T_T OW softly through the window comes the air ! 
Dear, I breathe easier. In the street below 

I hear the sound of carriages ; I know 
The day is bright ; and yet — how can they care ? 
Like a hushed temple seems the room ; more fair 

In the dim light the children's faces grow. 

Kiss me, and fold your arms around me — so — 
In the old way. How strange that I can bear 

The thought of parting ! Can it be that this 
Is what we have so dreaded, and that I 

Lie here untroubled, knowing I must miss 
So soon the warm touch of your hand, and lie 

Unanswering your last long, lingering kiss ? 
O Love, Dear Love, it is not hard to die ! 
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Nobtrnte LOVE HIDING. 

T OVE was playing hide-and-seek, 
^^ And we deemed that he was gone ; 
Tears were on my withered cheek 

For the setting of our sun : 
Dark it was around, above ; 
But he came again, My Love J 

Chill and drear in wan November 

We recall the happy spring, 
While, bewildered, we remember 

When the woods began to sing, 

AH alive with leaf and wing. 
Leafless lay the silent grove ; 
But he came again. My Love ! 

And our melancholy frost 

Woke to radiance in his rays. 

Who wore the look of one we lost 
In the far-away dim days ; 

No prayer we sighed, — the dead may move j 

Yet he came again. My Love ! 

■ 

Love went to sleep, but not forever, » 

And we deemed that he was dead ; 

Nay, shall aught avail to sever 

Hearts who once indeed were wed ? 

Garlands for his grave we wove. 

But he came again, My Love ! 
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Noijembet OLD AND YOUNG. 

T ONG ago, on a bright spring day, 

"^ I passed a little child at play ; 

And as I passed, in childish glee 

She called to me, *' Come and play with me ! " 

But my eyes were fixed on a far-off height 
I was fain to climb before the night ; 
So, half-impatient, I answered, " Nay 1 
I am too old, too old to play." 

Long, long after, in autumn time, — 

My limbs were grown* too old to climb, — 

I passed a child on a pleasant lea, 

And I called to her, " Come and play with me 1 ^' 

But her eyes were fixed on a fairy-book ; 
And scarce she lifted a wondering look, 
As with childish scorn she answered, " Nay ! 
I am too old, too old to play 1 " 



1 82 SDream of ctie ^ea ifoam« 



A DREAM OF THE SEA FOAM. 

Xirtjetnber 
CbjentgsJFiftfj. 

A 1 7E stood, both silent, by the sounding sea. 

The waves, like lips about to speak, did rise, 

Yet shrewdly kept the secret ; and the wise 
Sky o'er us told not our hearts' destiny. 
Ah, had the future then by me and thee 

Been but divined, with what endeared surprise 

Should we have gazed into each other's eyes 
And loved, even for the love that was to be 1 
The very flints thou troddest would have been 

Dear for the time's sake when more dear they 'd grow 
For thy sake, — when thy heart on mine would lean 

As then thine arm on mine did. Nay, not so, 
Dearest, not so ! Our arms were linked to 



sever ; 



But when our hearts united, 't was forever. 

Then, arm on arm ; now, heart in heart. Ah, why 
Not arm on arm now too ? Why should the dear 
So seldom be the near? Why are the near, 

Alas, not always dear ? Earth doth supply 

Too many who the human form degrade. 

And yet Love blesses all, if Love is true ; 
And, since we love each other, I and you 

Doubtless are lending them some hidden aid. 
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Yet *t is a grief that to these plenteous men — 
Too plenteous — I may go and not to thee ; 

So now I mourn for what I prized not then, 

And owrt that now most blcssM seems to me 

That time, which seemed not so at that time, when 
We stood, both silent, by the sounding sea. 



mtomte FRIENDS. 

T 7[ rE are such friends, my little girl and I, 

' ^ That, though her summers number scarcely nine, 
I need none other, as I go my ways, 

With her small fingers closely clasping mine. 

A little world we two make of our own. 

And people it with all things fair and sweet ; 

The stars that twinkle overhead at night, 

Drop down at dawn in daisies at our feet. 

My smiles are hers ; my tears are all my own ; 

I keep my sighs, and give her all my song ; 
Because she is so trusting and so weak, 

I feel that I can suffer and be strong. 

The while I try to keep the narrow way, 

*T is wide enough for both. And my white dove, 
With untried wings, knows little love but this, — 

That " Mother " is another name for " Love." 
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mbembcr SYMPATHY. 

npWO stood upon a high, commanding hill, 
■^ We two as one. Below us lay the world 
In billowy beauty, peaceful, warm, and still ; 

Above our heads two birds in circles whirled ; 
The hills, tree-crowned, were gorgeously arrayed 

By autumn's hand in yellows, browns, and reds, — 
A color symphony that seemed to fade 

Into the purple haze about their heads. 
Inspiring thoughts came to attend us there, 
As calmly beautiful as earth was then ; 
As pure, ethereal, as the upper air. 

They have no symbols in the words of men. 

We looked into each other's eyes, and they 
Said what our tongues too clumsy were to say. 



THE FIRST SNOW-FALL. 

TSo'tstmbtx 
^nttg^!Eigf|t!j. 

T^HE snow had begun in the gloaming, 

^ And busily all the *night 

Had been heaping field and highway 

With a silence deep and white. 

Every pine and fir and hemlock 

Wore ermine too dear for an earl, 

And the poorest twig on the elm-tree 
Was ridged inch deep with pearl. 
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From sheds, new-roofed with Carrara, 
Came chanticleer's muffled crow, 

The stiff rails were softened to swan's-down. 
And still fluttered down the snow. 



I stood and watched by the window 
The noiseless work of the sky, 
And the sudden flurries of snow-birds, 

Like brown leaves whirling by. 

• 

I thought of a mound in sweet Auburn, 
Where a little headstone stood, 

How the flakes were folding it gently. 
As did robins the babes in the wood. 

Up spoke our own little Mabel, 

Saying, " Father, who makes it snow ? '' 
And I told her of the good All- Father 

Who cares for us here below. 

Again I looked at the snow-fall. 
And thought of the leaden sky 

That arched o'er our first great sorrow. 

When that mound was heaped so high. 

I remembered the gradual patience 

That fell from that cloud-like snow, 

Flake by flake, healing and hiding 
The scar that renewed our woe. 
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And again to the child I whispered : 
" The snow that husheth all, 

Darling, the merciful Father 
Alone can make it fall ! " 

Then, with eyes that saw not, I kissed her, 
And she, kissing back, could not know 

That my kiss was given to her sister 

Folded close under deepening snow. 



November A MOTHER'S GRIEF. 
t!i:totntg*Nmtfj. 

npO a great wide city, all alone, 
'*" Long, long ago went our baby Queen, — 

No name but hers on the white headstone 

That gleams to the moon from its mound of green ! 
None of her own did welcome her there ; 

Not a grain of kindred dust doth wave 
In the flowers that out of the tears of despair 

Have arched a rainbow over her grave. 

Out from the shelter of loving arms. 

Out from the warmth of a mother's breast, 

Heedless of darkness and night*s alarms. 
On to the silent city she pressed 

To take her place 'mong the mighty throng 

< That people its myriad streets. Ah, me ! 

I felt my God had done me a wrong 

When He loosened love's cords and set her free ! 
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And my passionate moan that broke in tears, 

Like a burdened wave on a desert shore. 
Seemed all too feeble to reach His ears, 

And the pain grew old that my bosom bore ; 
But the faith that I once had thought mine own 

Rose up to mock where it could not save, 
And my heart grew hard as the carven stone 

That was crushing My Darling in her grave. 

Whenever a child's sweet flower-like face 

Met mine, a sickness would o'er me creep, 
And I 'd turn wild eyes to the lonely place 

Where she was lying alone, asleep. 
At strife was I with the world, and God 

Had drawn around Him an angry cloud ; 
Earth held no green hut the churchyard sod, 

And the daisies wore the gleam of a shroud. 

But a time there came when about my breast, 

With a wandering touchj^ small fingers stole. 
And feeble lips to its fountains pressed. 

And stirred with a vague sweet joy to my soul ; 
And the flood-gates opened, and blessed tears 

Of repentance fell from my eyes like rain. 
And after the barren and prayerless years 

I knelt to the Giver of All again ! 
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mbemte A LOVE-LETTER. 

WOU ask me, friend, to tell you of My Wife ! 
And on what stair or landing-place of life 
I met, as 't were, God's angel coming down, 
Or mine ascending for her marriage crown ? 

I say you sooth, however strange it seem. 
The first time that I saw her was in dream : 
A vision of the night did clearly glass 
Her living lineaments ; I saw her pass 
Smiling, as those may smile who feel they hold 
At heart safe-hidden, secret fold on fold, 
The sweetest Love that ever was untold. 
And as it passed, the vision turned on me 
A moment's look, a lifetime's memory. 
But little could I dream that this should prove 
The whole wide world's one lady of my love. 
I had never seen that face or form, and yet 
I knew them both by daylight when we met. 

Blind world ! to pass and pass My Darling by, 
My lily of the vale, where she did lie 
Snug in her own green leaves, and never see 
The wonder veiled and waiting there for me, 
With cloudy fragrance all about her curled ; — 



J - 
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And yet my blessings on thee, O blind world ! 

It is so sweet to find with one's own eyes. 

Led by divine good-hap, to her surprise. 

Our Perdita, our princess in disguise. 

The eye that finds must bring the power to see 

(T is Goethe's docirine, — comforting to me !) ; 

And now she 's found, the world would give me much 

Could I but tell it of another such. 

Is she an angel? 

Let us not forget, • 
My friend, that we are scarcely angels yet. 
At least my modest soul would not be pledged 
To call itself an angel fully fledged, — 
Flesh is so frail ; nor am I very sure 
Of being in spirit altogether pure : 
Snags of old broken sins torment me still, 
With pains that death itself will hardly kill. 
If not an angel, let the truth be told, 
I have not grasped at glitter — missed the gold. 
And lucky is the man who gets the gold, 
Refined and fitted for the marriage mould ! 
Still happier, who can keep it pure to bear 
The finer features of immortal wear ! 
She is of angel-stuff; but I'm afraid 
The angels are not given us ready-made. 
In other worlds this Wife of mine may be 
The perfect public angel all may see ; 
At present she 's a private one for me, — 
My household deity of common things, 
That into lowly ways a beauty brings, 
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Just as the grass comes creeping, making bright, 

And blessed with its ripples of delight 

And quiet smiles, all pathways dim and bare. 

Is she a beauty ? 

Well, I will not swear 
A thousand graces on her grace attend, 
A thousand beauties with her beauty blend, 
Or that she is so pitilessly fair 
Each passer-by must turn or stop or stare, 
And he on whom she looks feels instantly 
As one that springs from dust to deity. 
Nor can I sing of outer symbols now, — 
The swan-white stately neck, the snow-white brow, 
The lip's live rose, the head superbly crowned, 
Eyes that Vvhen fathomed farthest Heaven is found. 
I chose for worth, not show ; nor choose for them 
Who would have the casket richer than the gem ! 

That wife is poor, whate'er her dower may be. 
Who hath no beauty save what all may see ; 
No mystery of the human and divine ; 
No other face to unveil within the shrine 
Uplighted only for one worshipper, 
And to one Love alone familiar ; 
No veil to lift from the familiar face 
Daily, and show the unfamiliar grace. 
Eyes shine for others, but divinely dim 
And dewy do they grow only for him ! 
And her dear face transformed he doth find, 
All mirror to the beauty in his mind. 
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The beauty^ worn by bird and butterfly 
Lives on the outside, lustrous to the eye ; 
But still as nobler grow hue, form, and face, 
More inward is shy beauty's dwelling-place. 
And there 's a beauty fashioned in the mould 
Transmitted from the beautiful of old, 
That from some family- face its best doth win. 
But My Love's beauty cometh from within : 
The loveliness of Love made visible, 
To feature which the sculptor form is dull. 
Not the mere charms of cheek or chin or lip, 
That vanish on a week's acquaintanceship ; 
But that crown-beauty which we cannot clasp, v 
The beauty that eludes even death's grave-grasp. 

At forty what we yearn for in a wife 
Is a calm haven 'mid the seas of strife ; 
One fresh, green summit in the waste of life 
That gathers dew from Heaven, and tenderly 
Turns it to drops of life for you or me j 
A spring of healing in the desert sand ; 
A palm for shadow in a weary land ; 
A mind that doth not dwell so far apart 
That we can find no entrance save at heart ; 
One that at equal step with us may walk, 
And kiss at equal stature in our talk ; 
And scale the loftiest life still arm-in-arm, 
As well as nestle in the valleys warm. 

And here 's My Rest, where sun and shadow meet ; 
Green leaves above, cool grasses at my feet. 



192 2L ILolje;^lLecten 



Bees in the blossom, gleams of woodland grace ; 

A brooding dove the spirit of the place ; 

Twinkle of beams that bathe in hidden dew ; 

An earthly pleasance, with Heavfen smiling through. 

My Darling sitting with her hand in mine, 

Here, where 'mid buttercups the crouching kine 

Chewing, with ruminant stateliness, behold 

The milky plenty and the meadowy gold. 

I brought her here some happy months ago, — 

Her wniter prison amid miles of snow. 

Poor bird ! she felt that she was caged at last, 

Her forest far away, its freedom past. 

Her eyes made mournful search ; mine laughed to see 

She would have flown, and knew not where to flee : 

The little wedding-ring had grown a round 

* 

Large hoop about our lives, and we are bound. 
Useless was all petitionary quest ; 
No outlet ! so she nestled in my breast. 
And may we always be as wise, My Dear, 
When things look dark around or foes are near ! 

And now the fragrant summer-tide hath come 
And isled us in a sea of leaf and bloom ; 
And now the tremulous sweetness, restless grace, 
Have settled down to brood in the dear face 
That lightens by me fair and privet-pale, 
Soft in the shadow of the bridal veil. 
The sunny sparkle of southern radiance 
That in her English blood doth gayly dance, 
Hath steadied to the still and sacred glow 
Which hath more inner life than outward show. 
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^So many are the mishaps and the griefs 
In marriage, — like Beaii Brummel's neckerchiefs, 
Armfuls of failure for one perfect tie ! 
And •'* Have we hit it?" do you say, or sigh? 

Time was, when life in triumph would have run, 
And faster than the fields catch fire o' the sun, 
Or light takes shape and feature in the flowers, 
My answer would have blossomed with the hours. 
I should have felt the buds begin to blow 
With my love-warmth ; another dawn to glow ; 
Heard all the bells in Heaven ring quite plain, 
Because young blood went singing through my bram, 
I should have sung that we had reached the land 
Where milk and honey flow o'er golden sand ; 
And that far El Dorado we had found 
Where nothing less than nuggets fill the ground. 
But *t is no more' the lyric life of youth, 
When fancy seemed truer than all truth. 
And standing in that dawq, the sun of Love 
Hung dewy rainbows on each web we wove ; 
And to the leap of the blood we felt it given 
To scale the tallest battlements of Heaven : 
Poor was the prize of wisdom's proudest dower, 
Beside that glory of the flesh in flower. 

And now I cannot sing My Ladye's praise 
Lark-like, as in the morning of those days 
When at a touch the song would upward start 
And, half in Heaven, empty all the heart. 
T is August with me now, and harvest heat, 

13 
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And in the nest the silence is so sweet. 

Moreover, Love is such a bosom-thing, 

In words its nestling nearnesses take wing ; 

Nor flower of speech could ever yet express 

The married sweetness or the homeliness : 

We cannot fable the ineffable. 

The tongue is tied, too, with the heart at full. 

Music may hint it, with her latest breath, 

But fails : her Heaven is only reached through death. 

The stirring of the sap in bole and bough — 
Mere feeling — will not set me singing now I 
I thank my God for all that he hath given, 
And ope the windows of my soul to Heaven ; 
So would I journey to the land above. 
Clothed with humility, and crowned with Love. 

I look no more without, and think to win 
The treasures that are only found within ; 
And, after many years, have grown too wise 
To search our world for some lost paradise, 
Or feel unhappy should we chance to miss 
The next life's possibilities in this. 
'T is here we follow, but hereafter find 
The goal all golden miraged in the mind. 
That age of gold behind us, and the isles 
Where dwell the blessed, are but as the smiles 
Reflected from a Heaven that onward lies ; 
The gold of sundown caught in Orient skies. 

And yet if any bit of Eden bloom 
In this old world, 't is in the wedded home ; 
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And what a wonder- world of novel life 
Do these two range through hand-in-hand as Wife 
And Husband ; in one flesh two spirits paired, 
Their joys all doubled, all their sorrows shared ; 
Two spirits blending in one Heavenward spire, 
That soars up from a fragrant altar fire ; 
Two halves in one perfection wed, to prove 
The shaped idea of immortal Love ! 

We cannot see Love with our mortal sight, 
But lo ! the singing angels come some night 
To bring his tiny image in the child, 
Wherewith from out the darkness He hath smiled ; 
The tender voice whereby the All-loving breaks 
His silence, and in human fashion speaks ; 
The gentle hand put forth to draw us near 
The heart of life, whose pulse is beating here. 
Though seldom do we guess, so dim our eyes, 
That God comes down in such a simple guise, 
And yet of such the kingdom of Heaven is ; 
Through them the next world is revealed in this. 

And how they come to us to give us back 
What we have lost along the dusty track ; 
The sweetness of the dawn, the early dew, 
The tender green, and heaven's unclouded blue ; 
The treasures that we dropped upon the ground, 
And they in following after us have found ! 

Ah, Love ! my life is not so bare of leaf 
But we can find a nest for shelter, if 
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The bounteous Heavens should bless us from above, 

And in our branches cradle some wee dove. 

Nor will My Darling lack a touch stilLwarm 

To finish that fine sculpture of her form ; 

For if Love dwell in me, the Angel-elf 

Shall ki^s her to some likeness of himself. 

At the hill -top I reach my resting-place, 
To find clear Heaven, — feel it face to face ; 
Firm footing after all the weary slips 
To hold the cup unshaken at the lips. 
The meaning of my life grows clear at last, 
And I can smile at all the troubles past. 
The clouds put on a glory to mine eyes. 
My sorrows were my Saviour in disguise ; 
And I have walked with Angels unawares, 
And mounted upward climbing over cares, 
A little nearer to the home above. 
Here let me rest in the good Father's love, 
Embodied in these arms embracing me. 
Serenely as the sea-flowers in deep sea. 

T is true, just as we feel our foreheads crowned 
And all so glorious grows the prospect round, 
It seems one stride might launch us on Heaven's 

wave, — 
Thenceforth our steps go downward to the grave. 
What then ? I would not rest till spirit rust 
And I am undistinguishable dust. 
And if Love bring no second spring to me. 
This is the fore-feel of a spring to be ; 
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If no new dawn, yet in the evening hours, 
Freshly bedewed, more sweetly smell the flowers 
And Autumn hath its glory rich and warm, 
A mellower splendor, a maturer charm ; 
And round my path the glow of Love hath made 
Gentle illumination for the shade. 

' Something, dear Lord, thou hast for me to say. 
Or wherefore draw me toward the springs of day, 
And make my face with happiness to shine 
By softly placing this dear hand in mine, 
Even while I stretcht it to Thee through the dark ? — 
A something that shall shine aloft and mark 
Thy goodness and my gratitude upon 
This Mount Transfiguration, when I ' m gone. 
If Thou hast set my foot on firmer ground, 
Lord, let me show what helper I have found. 
If Thou hast toucht me with thy loftier light. 
Lord, let me turn to those that walk in night, 
And climb with more at heart than they can bear, 
Though but a twinkle through their cloud of care. 
I ask not that my life should break in bloom, 
For flowers to crown My Love or wreathe my tomb ; 
Nor do I ask the laurel for my brow. 
But only that above my grave may grow 
Some sunny grains of Thine immortal seed 
For Bread of Life on which poor souls can feed. 
Lord ! let me have my one supreme desire, — 
To fill some earthly facts with Heavenly fire ! 
Let me work now, for all eternity. 
With its large-seeming leisure, waiteth me ! 
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To-day, what is there in the air 
That makes December seem sweet May ? 
There are no swallows anywhere, 
Nor crocuses to crown your hair. 
And hail you down my garden way. 

Last night the full moon* s frozen stare 

Struck me, perhaps , — or did you say. 
Really, you 'd come, sweet Friend and fair. 

To-day ? 

To-day is here. Come, crown to-day 

With Spring's delight or Spring's despair ; 

Love cannot bide old Time's delay. 

Down my glad gardens light winds play. 
And my whole life shall bloom and bear 

To-day, 



mtcmbtt THE MARRIED LOVER. 
jfixgX. 

'X'XTHVy having won her, do I woo ? 

Because her spirit's vestal grace 
Provokes me ahvays to pursue, 

But, spirit-like, eludes embrace ; 
Because her womanhood is such 

That, as on court-days subjects kiss 
The Queen's hand, yet so near a touch 

Affirms no mean familiarness, 
Nay, rather marks more fair the height 

Which can with safety so neglect 
To dread, as lower ladies might, 

That grace should meet with disrespect : 
Thus she with happy favor feeds 

Allegiance from a Love so high 
That thence no false conceit proceeds 

Of difference bridged, or state put by ; 
Because, although in act and word 

As lowly as a wife can be. 
Her manners, when they call me Iprd, 

Remind me 't is by courtesy ; 
Not with her least consent of will. 

Which would my proud affection hurt, 
But by the noble style that still 

Imputes an unattained desert. 
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IBecemiier CHILD ANGELS. 

/^ H, there are happy angels 
^^ That go on missions sweet ; 
They have no wings to bear them, — 
Just little human feet 

When I had grown aweary, 
And all my faith was dim, 

'T was one of them that led me, 
And brought me back to Him. 

When 'tween you and a loved one 
There lay a widening breach, 

And you were coldly drifting 
Beyond each other's reach, 

A child's hand 't was that bridged it : 
A child's soft rosy palm 

Held both your souls united, 

And life grew sweet and calm. 

When sorrows closely gathered, 

And heart and head were bowed, 

The blue eyes of a Baby 

Made rifts in pain's dark cloud. 
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happy earth-born angels, 

Who go on missions sweet, 
If ye had wings to bear you, 
Instead of little feet, 

1 fear me ye would use them, 

Although ye love us much, 
To soar to Him who tells us 
His kingdom is of such ! 



mttmhtt RONDEL. 

T~^ARLING, what different things declared 
The language of our lips and eyes 
When first we met, in love's surprise, 
Amid an alien crowd that stared. 

And after, while not yet we dared 

Make aught but stranger-like replies, 

Darling, what different things declared 
The language of our lips and eyes. 

But when at last our hearts despaired 
Of any hope in earth or skies. 
Save in each other's love that lies. 
Our lips, from love no longer scared, 
Darling, what different things declared ! 
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AN UNMARKED FESTIVAL. 
Btcrmbtt 
JFourtlj. 

T^HERE *S a feast undated yet ; 

^ Both our true lives hold it fast, — 

The first day we ever met. 

What a great day came and passed ! 

Unknown then, but known at last 

And we met You knew not me, 
Mistress of your joys and fears ; 

Held my hands that held the key 
Of the treasure of your years. 
Of the fountain of your tears. 

For you knew not it was I, 

And I knew not it was you. 

We have learnt, as days went by. 

But a flower struck root, and grew 
Underground, and no one knew. 

Day of days 1 Unmarked it rose, 
In whose hours we were to meet, 

And forgotten p>assed. Who knows, 
Was earth cold or sunny, Sweet, 
At the coming of your feet? 
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One mere day, we thought ; the measure 
Of such days the year fulfils. 

^ow, how dearly would we treasure 
Something from its fields, its rills, 
And its memorable hills ; 

But one leaf of oak or lime, 

Or one blossom from its bowers 

No one gathered at the time. 
Oh, to keep that day of ours 
By one relic of its flowers ! 



mtttttAtx RECOLLECTION. 

JFiftI). 

/^FT on the recollection sweet I dwell . 

^^ Yea, never from my mind can aught efface 

The dress my mistress wore, the time, the place 

Where first she fixed my eyes in raptured spell. 

How she then looked, thou, Love, remember'st well, 

For thou her side hast never ceased to grace : 

Her gentle air, her meek, angelic face, 

The powers of language and of thought excel. 

When o'er the mountain-peaks deep-clad in snow 

Apollo pours a flood of golden light, 

So down her white-robed limbs did stream her hair : 

The time and place *t were words but lost to show ; 

It must be day, where shines a sun so bright. 

And paradise where dwells a form so fair. 



s. 
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OH, PRAISE ME NOT WITH 
mttmbtt YOUR LIPS. 

/~\H, praise me not with your lips, Dear One, 
^-^ Though your tender words I prize ; 
But dearer by far is the soulful gaze 
Of your eyes, your beautiful eyes, 

Your tender, loving eyes. 

Oh, chide me not with your lips, Dear One, 
Though I cause your bosom sighs ; 

You can make repentance deeper far 
By your sad, reproving eyes, 

Your sorrowful, troubled eyes. 

Words, at the best, are but hollow sounds ; 

Above in the beaming skies, 
The constant stars say never a word. 

But only smile with their eyes, — 

Smile on with their lustrous eyes. 

Then breathe no vow with your lips. Dear One ; 

On the winged wind speech flies. 
But I read the truth of your noble heart 

In your soulful, speaking eyes, — 

In your deep and beautiful eyes. 
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December MY WIFE. 

A LL glorious is My Wife to ear and eye. 
"^ Her breath like incense fills the chancel of 
My heart, as wandering up and down the aisles 
Of her sweet being, I feel the sunlight 
Warm, streaming through the windows of her soul, 
Bathing my life with softest tints of Love ; 
Like organ roll or choir-boy refrain, 
Her gentle voice pervades my inmost soul, 
As I go in and out with her consent. 
Ah me, the very rustle of her dress 
Is music to my ears. Simply to gaze 
Into her eyes' pure depths, is bliss indeed, 
For there I find the germs of truth and Love ; 
That place is dear to me her feet but touch ; 
Her very thoughts are mine, as mine are hers ; 
To breathe in her dear presence is a joy ; 
The shelter of her arms is Heavenly rest ; 
Her hand upon my brow is as His touch 
That lonjg since freed the leper from his curse. 

My Love, My Wife, thou art by far the better half ; 
What can I do, I but thy other half, 
Save Love and trust, and by my faith in thee 
Complete that one-head, — our sweet trinity, — 
God in us, I in Thee, and Thou in me ! 
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mttmbn THE WOUNDED DAISY. 

FAIRY was mending a daisy 
Which some one had torn in half ; 
Her sisters all thought her crazy, 
And only looked on to laugh. 
They showed her scores in the hedges, 

And scores that grew by the tarn, 
And scores on the green field edges ; 
But she went on with her darn. 

Then round they cluster and chatter, 

How each had a flower more fine. 
One shook buttercups at her, 

And one brought briony-twine ; 
Strong red poppies, to vex her ; 

Tiny bright-eyes, to beguile ; 
Tall green flags, to perplex her : 

But she worked on all the while. 

She worked, and she sang this ditty, 
While insects wondered and heard ; 

They knew by the tone of pity 
The song was not fi-om a bird : 
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" Daisy, somebody hurt you ! 

Are you afraid of me ? 
Patient hope is a virtue ; 

Wait, and you shall see. 

" Was it a careless mower 

Cut your blossom in twain ? 
I hope his hand will be slower 

When he sees you again. 
Was it a step unheeding, 

Or was it a stormy gale ; 
Or was it — how you are bleeding ! — 

A dark, malicious snail? 

"They did not know you would suffer; 

I think they had never seen. 
Slugs and snails may be rougher, 

Perhaps, than they always mean. 
Do I not hear one sobbing, 

Down just there at my foot ; 
Or is it only the throbbing 

Down in your poor little root? 

" Ah, you tremble a little ! 

Have I hurt you at last ? 
If you were not so brittle, 

I could mend you so fast. 
No ; there 's nothing distressful, — 

Only a quiver of bliss. 
Daisy, I Ve been successful ; 

Grow, and give me a kiss ! 

14 
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" Now I Ve mended you neatly, — 

All the fairies can see ; 
Now you look at me sweetly ; 

Are you grateful to me ? 
I '11 go hiding behind you ; 

Then, in a day or two, 
Perhaps a Baby will find you. 

And I shall hear it coo. 



" Yes, your cheeks may be whiter 

Than the rest of your race ; 
Other eyes may be brighter, 

Others fairer in face ; 
But no flower that uncloses 

Can be precious as you, — 
Not an army of roses 

Fighting all the year through I 



>» 



Then the fairies confess it. 

As that daisy revives ; 
All come round and caress it, — 

All so glad that it lives. 
No one ventures to doubt it ; 

Hosts of penitent fays 
Make their dance-rings about it. 

Sing their songs in its praise. 

Years of fading and growing 
Pass ; the daisy is not ! 

Sweeter grass-blooms are growing 
Still by that little spot. 
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There each fairy that hover'd 
Sang, while pausing above : 

" Here the daisy recovered ; 
Here is a footprint of Love I *' 



Bttmhtt A CHILD'S PATH. 

Ntntft. 

ly yr Y soul with others* woes was bowed and sore ; 
^ ^ I mused on earth's ubiquitous distress, 
Bewailing my slight power to make it less, 
When with my baby boy I left my door. 



Each face we met its sign of suffering bore ; 

But (ah, it is a simple thing to bless !) 
All saw the wee child tugging at my dress, 

And every one looked happier than before. 



The grim old weary world must turn perforce 
Its fairest front to meet a baby's gaze; 
The frozen melt, the very churl be mild. 

Give me to follow, when the bad seems worse, 
When I am come on melancholy days. 
In the smile-paven pathway of a Child. 
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A WOMAN'S LOVE DREAM. 

IBtctmhtt 

\\7^ all have waking visions, I have mine ; 

And being young and fanciful, and counted fair, 
I sometimes dream of Love. 

And sitting all alone, and musing still, 
While yet the firelight flickers dim, 

I ask myself if I should learn to love, 
If my still heart could wake to life. 

How would I love, and how would I be loved ; 
For I am weary of idolatry ! 

My soul is faint within me while I think 
Of all the fierce, strong passion 

I have seen and known, resistless in its might 
As some rock-cleaving stream. 

I would be loved in calmness, — 
Trusted, and not feared. 

He whom I loved should be my King, 
And not my slave. 

I do not ask that he be proud and cold. 
But calm and grave and very strong, — 

A king, like Saul, among the sons of men. 
And kinglier o'er himself. 

He must not tremble at my slightest frown, 
Nor shudder if another meets my eye ; 

Nor must he, like a vassal, crave my smile. 
Glad in the dust before my feet to lie. 

For I am weary of servility. 
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I would not rule, nor would I yet be ruled, — 

I scorn the tyrant as I scorn his slave. 
There is a Love of sweet equality, 

The Love God gave and smiled upon, 
For it was very good. 

He whom I love must be my King, 
But I must be his Queen ; 

And he should yield me, as my tribute due. 
The reverence I had earned, 

Not only by ray womanhood, but by all gentle- 
ness, 
Long-suffering, the patient sweetness 

Only Love can teach ; 
For looking on me he should feel and know 

That peace and rest which follow after toil ; 
In me his heart should in such safety trust 

That he should "have no need for spoil." 
I do not ask for him the world's applause, 

The blaze of heraldry, the pomp of fame ; 
His deeds the annals of a nation's pride, 

His name upon the lips of men : 
But I must feel his powers. 

Must know he can be what earth's heroes are ; 
I could not love him were he not thus great. 

His hand must be both safe and strong : 
A hand to shield, to trust, to lay my own within. 

To stake my life upon ; 
A hand that might have fought with Hercules, 

Yet would not harm the worm in his path. 
For though the heart of woman loveth oft 

A thing she doth unwillingly despise, 
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It is a pitiful, imperfect love that hath not 

For its corner-stone the rock of Faith. 
His heart must be most tender and most true, — 

A heart that loves and pities and befriends 
Earth's suffering children, whether high, 

Or yet among the lowly and the poor. 
And he must love me perfectly. 

If from the first-fruits of ray heart's fair wealth 
I bring an offering for a love-crown made, 

He must not mock me with a paltry love, 
Nor stoop to cheat my soul. 

If I should ever meet this man, 
This King I only dream, and never see, 

Then could I sit most meekly at his feet, 
A very Child before his goodness and his power. 



IBtttwttx THE SECRET. 

£le^ettt^. 

O HE passes in her beauty bright 

^^ Amongst the mean, amongst the gay, 

And all are brighter for the sight. 

And bless her as she goes her way. 

And now a beam of pity pours, 

And now a spark of spirit flies, 

Uncounted, from the unlocked stores 
Of her rich lips and precious eyes. 
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And all men look, and all men smile, 
But no man looks on her as I ; 

They mark her for a little while, 
But I will watch her till I die. 

And if I wonder now and then 

Why this so strange a thing should be, - 
That she be seen by wiser men, 

And only duly loved by me, — 

I only wait a little longer. 

And watch her radiance in the room ; 
Here making light a little stronger, 

And there obliterating gloom 

(Like one who in a tangled way 

Watches the broken sun fall through, 

Turning to gold the faded spray, 

And making diamonds of dew), — 

Until at last, as my heart bums, 

She gathers, all her scattered light, 

And undivided radiance turns 
Upon me like a sea of light. 

And then I know they see in part 

That which God lets me worship whole 

He gives them glances of her heart. 
But me, the sunshine of her Soul. 
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fflecemto THE FOLLOWER. 

E have a youngster in the house, 
A little man of ten, — 
Who dearest to his mother is 

Of all God's little men. 
In-doors and out he clings to her, 

He follows up and down ; 
He steals his slender hand in hers, , 

He plucks her by the gown. 
" Why do you cling to me so. Child ? 

You track me everywhere ; 
You never let me be alone ; " 

And he, with serious air, 
Answered, as closer still he drew, 
" My feet were made to follow you." 

Two years before the boy was born, 

Another child of seven, 
Whom Heaven had lent to us awhile. 

Went back again to Heaven. 
He came to fill his brother's place, 

And bless our failing years ; 
The good God sent him down in Love, 

To dry our useless tears. 
I think so, Mother, for I hear 

In what the child has said 
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A meaning that he knows not of, — 

A message from the dead. 
He answered wiser than he knew : 
" My feet were made to follow you." 

Come here, My Child, and sit with me, 

Your head upon my breast ; 
You are the last of all my sons. 

And you must be the best. 
How much I love you, you may guess 

When, grown a man like me, 
You sit, as I am sitting now, 

Your child upon your knee. 
Think of me then, and what I said, — 

And practised, when I could. 
'T is something to be great and wise ; 

'T is better to be good. 
Oh, say to all things good and true : 
" My feet were made to follow you ! " 

Come here, My Wife, and sit by me, 

And place your hand in mine, — 
And yours, My Child ; while I have you 

T is wicked to repine. 
We Ve had our share of sorrows. Dear, 

We Ve had our graves to fill ; 
But thank the good God overhead, 

We have each other still. 
We 've nothing in the world beside. 

For we are only three ; 
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Mother and child, — My Wife and Child, 

How dear you are to me ! 
I know, indeed, I always knew, 
My feet were made to follow you. 



mttmhtt WEIGHING THE BABY. 

^Jjittentt^. 

" TTOW many pounds does the baby weigh, — 
"*" "*• Baby, who came but a month ago ? 
How many pounds, from the crowning curl 
To the rosy point of the restless toe? " 

Grandfather ties the kerchiefs knot, 

Tenderly guides the swinging weight. 

And carefully over his glasses peers 
To read the record, " Only eight." 

Softly the echo goes around : 

The Father laughs at the tiny girl ; 

The fair young Mother sings the words, 

While Grandmother smooths the golden curl, 

And stooping above the precious thing 

Nestles a kiss within a prayer, 
Murmuring softly, " Little One, 

Grandfather did not weigh you fair." 
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Nobody weighed the baby's smile, 

Or the love that came with the helpless one ; 
Nobody weighed the threads of care 

From which a woman's life is spun. 



No index tells the mighty worth 
Of little baby's quiet breath, — 

A soft, unceasing metronome, 

Patient and faithful until death. 



Nobody weighed the baby's soul, 

For here on earth no weight there be 

That could avail ; God only knows 
Its value in eternity. 



Only eight pounds to hold a soul 

That seeks no angel's silver wing, 
But shrines it in this human guise, 
Within so frail and small a thing. 



Oh, Mother, laugh your merry note ; 

Be gay and glad ; but don't forget 
From baby's eyes looks out a soul 

That claims a home in Eden yet ! 
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mttmbtt HER ATTRACTIONS. 

JFouttecntfj. 

O HE has no dazzling charms, no classic grace, — 
*^ Nothing, you think, to win men's hearts about 

her; 
Yet, looking at her sweet and gentle face, 

I wonder what our lives would be without her. 
She has no wish in the great world to shine, — 

For work outside a woman's sphere, no yearning ; 
But on the altar of home's sacred shrine 

She keeps the fire of pure affection burning. 
We tell our griefs into her patient ear : 

She whispers '* Hope " when ways are dark and 
dreary. 
The little children like to have her near, 

And run into her open arms when weary. 
Her step falls lightly by the sufferer's bed j 

Where poverty and care abound she lingers ; 
And many a weary heart and aching head 

Find gifts of healing in her tender fingers. 
She holds a helping hand to those who fall. 

Which gently guides them back to paths of duty ; 
Her kindly eyes, with kindly looks for all, 

See in uncomeliest souls some hidden beauty. 
Her charity would every need embrace ; 

The shy and timid fear not to address her ; 
With loving tact she rightly fills her place. 

While all who know her pray that Heaven may 
bless her. 
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©ecemfier CHILD AND POET, 

ififUtntij. 

|H, the Child a poet is ! 

Poet's pleasures too are his ; 

Would he had the art to tell 

What he sees and hears so well, — 

How the hills so love the sky, 

In its tender haze they Ke ; 

How the sky so loves the streams, — 

Every fool has heavenly dreams. 

He can guess what says the breeze, 

Sighing, singing, through the trees ; 

What the sunbeam, what the rain, 

Or the smoke's slow-mounting train ; 

All the meaning of the birds, 

Which they will not put in words ; 

And the tree-toad's mystic trill 

Heard from far at evening still ; 

And the beckoning ways and looks 

Of the flowers in dewy nooks, — 

Yes, and of the dewdrops fine, 

In the early morning shine ! 

He has friends where ye have none : 

Fellows in a rush or stone ; 

Palace-royal in the clouds ; 

Sunset barge with sails and shrouds. 

Oh, the Child a poet is ! 
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SUMMER IN THE HEART. 
IBttmhtx 

"p\EAREST Heart, the leaves are falling, 
"^ And the summer bumeth low ; 
And I hear the crickets calling 

When the twilight falleth slow. 
Once again the flowers are dying, 

And the glad birds southward start ; 
But no cause have we for sighing, 
For 't is summer in the heart. 

Yes, 't is summer in the heart ; 
Bird and blossom may depart, 
But our love will hold forever. 
Glad, sweet summer in the heart. 

Winter snows will soon by lying 

Cold and white on vale and hill ; 
Winter winds will soon be sighing 

Through the branches bare and chill ; 
But the icy breezes never 

To our lives their chill impart, 
For our love doth keep, forever, 
Glorious summer in the heart. 

Yes, 't is summer in the heart ; 
Snows may fall and tear-drops start. 
But the soul that loves, forever 
Keepeth summer in the heart. 
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Hand in hand through life together, 

You and I have journeyed long ; 
Laughing at the stormy weather, 
Meeting trouble with a song. 
Sorrow's storms have beat around us ; 

Oft we Ve felt the tear-drops start; 
But, wherever trouble found us, 

Love kept summer in the heart. 

Yes, 't was summer in the heart ; 
Griefs might come and joys depart, 
But the sunshine lingered with us, — 
Love made summer in the heart. 



So, at last, when death shall find us 

Watching, waiting, hand in hand, 
With life's summer-time behind us, 
And our feet upon the strand, 
Though upon the shore we sever, 

Drifting for awhile apart, 
We shall meet and feel, forever. 
Endless summer in the heart. 

There '11 be summer in the heart ; 
Though awhile we drift apart. 
Love will bring, beyond the shadows, 
Endless summer to the heart. 
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Becmber GOOD-NIGHT. 

^ebnttcentft. 

/^GOD-NIGHT, My Love ; I lay me down, 

^^ The while the old clock of the town 

Rings out for me a deep good-night 

Thou canst not hear the words I say, 

Nor hear the tender prayer I pray, 

That thou mayest love me sundered wide 

As thou dost love me by thy side ; 

And so to thee, my heart's delight, 

I say again love's last good-night. 

Good-night. I 'm wondering how *t will be 
When life is slipping far from me ; 
When, drawn by death's tranquillity. 
The far-off, fadeless mom I see. 
Then wilt thou kiss the fading face. 
So dear to thee in earlier grace ? 
And say, " No soul can take the place 
Thy life-long love for thee hath won ! 

" Good-night* A little further on 
I '11 take thy hand, I '11 kiss thine eyes, 
Lit by the new life's rapt surprise. 
The twin of soul, the truly wed, 
Can never part. Rest, wifely head I 
Dear Heart, be not disquieted ; 
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For first I follow after thee, 
To find love's last reality ! ** 

Or shall I see but empty space 

When mine eyes, dying, seek thy face? 

And wilt thou be too far from me 

To hear my last good- night to thee ? 

I know not. Only this I know, 

" Good-night," 't is sweet to murmur low. 

By two dear words I *m nearer thee, — 

By all their priceless legacy. 

And burden fond of memory 

That holds thy first good-night to me. 

Then music, thrilled with deeper tone, 

Told but one story, — true love's own ; 

And life, our /i/e, was first begun, — 

Its meaning learned, two lives in one. 

Good-night, Dear Love ! I pray the Lord, 
By every promise of His Word, 
That, day and night, may follow thee. 
With ever-folding ministry. 
Thy better angels, holding thee 
In all loved days' prosperity, 
And in the haunting night-watch lone ; 
From all the evil sin ha):h wrought, 
From temptii;g deed and soiling thought, 
From sorrow and from murdered faith. 
From loss in life and loss in death. 
The blessed angels hold thee sure, 
And lead thee safe and save thee pure. 

IS 
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Good-night. The old clock of the town 
Strikes night's last hour. The morning's crown 
Touches the silence, — dropping down, 
Before 't is gone, the midnight quite. 
Once more, O Love, a dear good-night. 



mtmhtt MY SONG. 

'£tfli)tentti|. 

" IX/'HEN Love is mine," said I, '' I '11 make a 
^ song 

In praise of Love that maketh life so sweet ; 
One worthy such a grand and noble theme ; 

Worthy to lay at My Beloved's feet. 

" Pure, perfect pearls of poesy I '11 string 

On music's silken thread, so rhythmic-sweet 

That those who hear shall feel as though eacli word 
Were but an echo of my heart's warm beat."^ 

Now Love is mine ; but where my boasted song ? 

My heart is full, — too full, ah, me I for words ; 
And yet methinks my new-found joy has lent 

Fresh rapture to the voices of the birds. 

And I am dumb ; the world will never hear 
The music filling all this life of mine. 

Oh, Love is too sublime a theme for me ; 

I can but kneel in silence at Love's shrine. 
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ffiecemfier ONLY. 

INTinetenttf). 

/^NLY a baby, 

^^ Kissed and caressed, 

Gently held to mother's breast. 
Only d child, 

Toddling alone, 

Brightening now its happy home. 
Only a boy. 

Trudging to school, 

Governed now by sterner rule. 
Only a youth, 

Living in dreams : 

Full of promise life now seems. 
Only a man. 

Battling with life, 

Shared in now by loving wife. 
Only a father, 

Burdened with care, 

Silver threads in dark-brown hair. 
Only a graybeard. 

Toddling again. 

Growing old and full of pain. 

Only a mound 

Overgrown with grass, 

Dreams unrealized, — rest at last. 
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IN ANNIVERSARIO MORTIS. 
fflfctmber 

T F I can bring no tribute of fresh tears 

To mingle with the dust which covers thee ; 
If in this latest dawn of evil years 
My rebel eyes withhold their sympathy ; 
If of a truth my thoughts so barren be 
Of their old griefs, so numb to tenderness 
That they nor hear nor taste nor feel nor see 
The sweetness of thy presence in this place ; 
If I now drowse, — 't is that the flesh is weak 
More than the spirit. See, by thy dear bed 
Once more I kneel in sorrow and in Love. 
See, I still watch by thee if thou shouldst move, 
If thou shouldst raise thy hand or turn thy head, 
Or speak my name, — and yet thou dost not speak. 
These flowers shall be my offering, living flowers 
Which here shall die with thee in sacrifice. 
Flowers from the empty fields which once were yours, 
And now are mine. No gold, nor myrrh, nor spice. 
Nor any dead man's offering may suffice. 
I love not flowers ; but thus to deck a grave 
Which has no need of things of greater price. 
Life is the only tribute death would have. 
Ah, thou art dead. Mine is this fair domain 
With all its living beauty and brave shows 
Of lawn and lake and garden ; mine the increase 
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Of the year's harvest, the slow growth of trees, 
And that fair natural wealth we loved in vain, — 
Flowers, which shall never more adorn ^my house. 
It is not true the dead unhonored were 
If they returned to life. Nay, claim thine own, 
And see how gladly I, thy " thankless heir," 
Will yield thee back possession of thy throne. 
I am not so in love with riches grown 
That such can comfort me. Alas ! too long 
The fields are furrowed and the wheat is sown 
For my sole grief that these should do thee wrong. 
I hold these things not wholly as in fee, 
But thinking that perhaps some happy day 
We yet may walk together, and devise 
Of the old lands we loved, in paradise ; 
And I shall give account, as best I may, 
How I thy tenant was awhile for thee. 



mtcmhtt RICH, OR POOR? 

^fajmtgsJFitst. 

/^NLY a string of cold white pearls, 

^^ Or diamond drops, like frozen tears, 

Has clasped my lady's slender neck 

Through all the barren empty years. 

Only wee warm white baby arms 

Have clasped my neck thro' the sweet years ; 
Yet she is rich, and I am poor, — 

Or so it to the world appears ! 
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ffieomtitr I LOVE YOU SO. 

ly yTY Dear, My Friend, I have no words for pleading 

^ ^ That God will bring rae somewhere near you soon, 
But all my soul cries eager for the boon, 
And all my dumb heart begs but with its bleeding. 

I cling, I cling to the sweet days receding ; 
The present peace to only feel you near, 
The knowledge I might find you close and dear, 
With sympathy for any sudden needing. 

Your face has been my keynote for the day ; 

If that were glad, then glad I needs must be ; 
And if I read there pain and care, alway 

The light went out of sun and sky for me. 

Oh, if my thirst has drunk too deep, you know 
It is because I loved, I love you so. 



mtcmhtt MOTHERHOOD. 

®i»entg*EtirlJ. 

A LITTLE human flower grows by my side, 

"^^ A baby boy of just one wondrous year ; 
And all so boldly does he interfere 
With my well-ordered ways that I must bide 

His time, and change the tenor of my pride. 
Down from the sunny nursery I hear 
A soft, resistless summons, silver clear. 
That will not cease till mother has replied. 
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Dear, there is one more joy for you to prove ! 
To me life has been lavish ; bright days shine 
In generous abundance down the score ; 

But, shall I be judged recreant to Love 

If, with my darling's nestling hand in mine, 
I say I knew not happiness before ? 



THE DOUBLE SHADOW. 

• Btttmbtt 
EhJtnta^JFourtft. 

T OVE casts no shadow, for the sun is high ; 
*^ Risen from far horizons till the glow 

Of swift transfiguring light that trembled so 
At wakening the world, has filled the sky 
With brightness to the zenith. Ah, then why 

Should I, with such unerring instinct, know 

Love's shadow would be double, if below 
That highest poise the sun droop ? For if I 

Should behold sorrow coming close to thee, 
How could I bear it, Love, how could I bear, 

Day after day with bitter pain to see 
Thee suffer? And if fate should let me wear 
The cross, how could I bear, Love, as my share, 

Day after day to see thee grieve for me ? 
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mttmbtt CHRISTMAS. 

• • • • • • • 

"pvOWN the chimney Saint Nicholas came with a 

•*-^ bound. 

He was dressed all in fur from his head to his foot, 

And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and soot ; 

A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 

And he looked like a peddler just opening his pack. 

His eyes how they twinkled ! his dimples how merry ! 

His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a cherry ; 

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a bow. 

And the beard on his chin was as white as the snow ; 

The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth. 

And the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath. 

He had a broad face, and a little round belly, 

That shook when he laughed like a bowl full of jelly. - 

He was chubby and plump, — a right jolly old elf; 

And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself. 

A wink of his eye and a twist of his head 

Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work, 

And filled all the stockings ; then turned with a jerk, 

And laying his finger aside of his nose, 

And giving a nod, up the chimney he rose. 

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a whistle, 

And away they all flew like the down of a thistle ; 

But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of sight, 

" Merry Christmas to all, and to all a good-night ! " 



fuming tfte iFlotoetfif* 233 



TURNING THE FLOWERS. 

TBtttmbtx 

/^UT in the country, where two roads met, 
^^' A cottage with open door I found ; 
The board for the evening meal was set, 

The good Wife bustled busily round. 
It was homely and plain, but oh, so sweet ! . 

With rose and lavender freshly culled ; 
And there, in a cradle, just at my feet, 

A beautiful Babe to sleep lay lulled. 

I sat me down, with a bidden right, 

And a sense of comfort over me stole ; 
The board, though homely, was clean and white, 

And flowers were upon it, set in a bowl. 
And the good Wife said unto me, her guest, 

As she twisted the blooms in the bowl so brown : 
** I like to turn what are freshest and best 

To the side where the man of the house sits down." 

I looked at the flowers, so white, so red ; 

I gazed at the happy-faced busy Wife, 
And, " That is a nice idea," I said ; 

" I wish we could carry it all through life. 
For the world would be a far happier place, 

And many a glint through the darkness loom. 
If we ' turned the flowers ' with a tactful grace. 

And showed the glory instead of the gloom." 
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mttmhtt NO BLACK FOR ME. 

TVrO black for me, Dear Love, when I am dead ; 
^ ^ Shroud not that precious face in funeral fold, 
But wear a soft white veil upon your head, 
As fits a saintly woman growing old. 

No black for me : why, when eternal day 
Has burst in glory on my dazzled sight, 

And God*s own angels bear my soul away, 

Should my twin spirit bow in woes and night? 

There may be tears, but let them fall, Sweet Wife, 
As feeling one more pilgrim safe at rest ; 

One changed from dying clay to deathless life, 
Whose head has often lain upon your breast ; 

One roaming 'mid an Eden's flowers and trees, 

Whose weary, wasting feet no walks could share ; 

One drinking Heaven's breath with rapturous ease. 
Who scarce could breathe a blessing or a prayer. 

Let me be carried from my cheerful home 

Like sunshine out of sunshine, flowers fi^om 
flowers ; 

Let maids in white and little children come 

And cheer with tender songs your lonesome hours. 
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Fpr you will miss me, though some path from Heaven 
May lead straight from my glory to your heart ; 

And I may come, like Jacob's angels, given 

Some thrill, some joyous message to impart. 

So keep the light about you : death is light 

And life and power to pure and chastened Love ; 

And death is only dark to doubt and sight 
That has no visions from the world above. 

No black for me when I am gone, Dear Love ; 

Shroud not that precious face in funeral fold, 
But wear a soft white veil upon your head. 

As fits a saintly woman growing old. 



December PRAYER. 

CbjmtgsfEtflfjtft. 

T PRAY so ill I am ashamed to pray. 

And marvel oft can He who reigns on high 

Give heed to my poor inarticulate cry, 

Who, stammering, would my childish wants convey, 

Yet know not what to wish, nor how to say ; 

They seem such little selfish things that I 

Most care to ask of God's great Majesty. 

And sighing thus, I went upon my way. 

Then in a friend's house came his little boy, 

And prattled to me, full of eager joy ; 

But I, to construe baby-tongue unskilled, 

The father's face with questioning glances scanned. 

Then, smiling on his child with eyes love-filled, 

The father said, " But I can understand." 
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A MOTHER'S HEART-CRY. 
Mtamhtt 

T N the great world of men, — 

Ah, Boy, God guide thee then, 
When thou art called to fight thy way 
In the great world of men ! 
Pitiless and selfish, 
Unheeding, scornful, cold, 
Is the great world of men, 
With nought but self on which to clasp their hold. 
No mother's love can help thee there, 
Or answer to thy call, 
Except by prayer, — 
In the great world of men. 
Alone must thou or rise or fall : 
And which it be. 
None there will care, 
In the great world of men. 
Alone, save that forever, 
At thy side His Love shall go, 
Whose hand has guided thee thus far so safe, 
Since thou didst draw thy first faint baby breath. 
Lose not this Love, Dear Boy, but trust it so. 
As nought else thou shalt trust on earth. 
And 't will not fail thee, nor through life, 
Nor yet in death ; and from all harm 
Twill shield thee, then, e'en when thou strugglest 
In the great world of men. 
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©ecemfier FIDES AMANTIS. 

(!rf)irtieti)[. 

'PJEAREST and Best ! Light of my way 1 
Soul of my soul, whom God hath sent 
To be my guardian night and day, 
To make me humbly kneel and pray, 

When proudest and most turbulent ! 
Calm of my life ! Dear Angel Mine ! 

Come to me, now I faint and fail, 
And guide me softly to the shrine 
Where through the deepening gloom doth shine 

Life's bleeding heart, Love's Holy Grail, 
Where soul feels soul, and instinct, stirred 

To insight, looks creation through, 
And hear me murmur, word by word, 

The creed I owe to Heaven and you : 

" I do believe in God, that He 
Made Heaven and earth, and you and me ! 
Nay, I believe in all the host 

Of gods, from Jesus down to Joss, 
But honor best and reverence most 

That guileless God who bore the cross. 
I do believe that this dark scheme. 

This riddle of our life below, 
Is solved by insight and by dream, 

And not by aught mere sense can know ; 
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That the one sacrifice whereby 
We attest a faith which cannot die, 
Is the burnt offering we place 

On truth's pure altar day by day, 
Whereby the sensual and the base 

Within us is consumed away ; 
That just as far as we forego 

Our selfish claim to stand alone, 
Proving our gladness or our woe, 

Is humankind's and not our own ; 
So far as for another's sake 

Our cup of sorrow we accept, 
And crave, although our hearts should break, 

The pain supreme of God's Adept, 
So far shall we attain the height 
Of freedom in the Master's sight. 
I do beheve that our salvation 

Lies in the little things of life ; 
Not in the pomp and acclamation 

Of triumph, or in battle-strife ; 
Not on the thrones where men are crowned ; 

Not in the race where chariots roll ; 
But in the arms that clasp us round, 

And hold us backward from the goal ; 
In Love, not pride ; in stooping low, 

Not soaring blindly at the sun ; 
In power to feel, not zeal to know ; 

Not in rewards, but duties done. 



i< 



Corollary : all gain is base. 

The victor's wreath, the poet's crown, 
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If conquest in the giddy race 

Means one poor struggler trampled down j 
If he who gains the sunless throne 
Of fame sits silent and alone, 
Without humanity to share 
His happiness or his despair I 

" This gospel I uphold, the one 
The latter Adam comes to prove : 
To every soul beneath the sun 

Wide open lies a Heaven of Love ; 
But none, however free from sip. 

However clothed in pomp and pride, 
However fair, may enter in, 

Without some witness at his side, 
To attest before the Judge and King 
Vicarious love and suffering. 
Who stands alone, shall surely fall ! 

Who folds the falling to his breast 
Stands sure and firm, in spite of all, 

While angel-choirs proclaim him blest." 

Dearest and Best ! Soul of my Soul ! 

Life of my Life, kneel here with me I 
Pray, while the storms around us roll, 

That God may keep us frail, yet free I 
Be Love our strength.! be God our goal ! 

Amen, et Benedicite I 
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mtmhn GRANDPA AND BESS. 

T^WO bright heads in the corner. 

Deep in the easy-chair : 
One with a crown of yellow gold, 
And one like the silver fair ; 
One with the morning's rosy flush, 
And one with the twilight's tender hush. 

" Where do the New-Years come from?" 

Asks Goldilocks in her glee. 

" Do they sail in a pearly shallop 

Across a wonderful sea, — 
A sea whose waters, with rainbows spanned, 
Touch all the borders of fairy-land ? 

" Do aJl the birds in that country 

Keep singing by night and by day, — 

Singing among the blossoms 
That never wither away? 

Will they let you feel, as you hold them near, 

Their warm hearts beating, but not with fear ? 

" And the happy little children, 
Do they wander ^^ they will, 

To gather the sweet wild roses, 

And the strawberries on the hill, 

White wings like butterflies all afloat, 

And a purple cloud for a fairy boat ? 
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" There sure is such a country, — 

I Ve seen it many a night, 
Though I never, never could find it 

Awake in the morning light ; 
And what is the country over the sea, 
Where the beautiful New-Years wait for me ? " 



"Where do the New- Years come from?" 

Says Grandpa, looking away 
Through the frosty rime on the window. 

To the distant hills so gray, — 
" They come from the country of youth, I know, 
And they pass to the land of the long ago. 



" And which is the fairest country ? 

Dear Heart, I never can tell : 
Where the New- Years wait their dawning. 

Or the beautiful Old-Years dwell ; 
But the sweetest summers that ever shone. 
To the land of the long ago have flown. 



" The New- Years wait for you. Darling, 
And the Old- Years wait for me ; 

They have carried my dearest treasures 
To the country over the sea, — 

The eyes that were brightest, the lips that sung 

The gladdest carols when life was young. 

16 
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" But I know of a better country, 

Where the Old- Years all are new ; 

I shall find its shining pathway 

Sooner, Sweet Heart, than you ; 

And I '11 send you a message of Love and cheer 

With every dawn of a glad New-Year." 

The eyes of the dear old pilgrim 

Are looking across the snows, 
While closer nestles the merry face, 

With its flush like a pink wild-rose : 
Dreaming together, the young and old, 
Locks of silver, and crown of gold. 
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I. 

OWEETEST, I fain would whisper in thine ear, 
^^ This Holy Day when I am on the sea, 
And thou art bodily so far from me, — 
Whisper a word that thou alone canst hear. 
Love is that word ; and though a hundred score 
Of miles 'twixt thee and me are fixed, I know 
That where thy hands and feet in duty go, 
That word I breathe shall fill thee more and more. 
Thy wifely arms, outstretched, shall reach me here ; 
Nor time nor space can separate such Love 
As ours is, made not for a day or year, 
But for eternity. Bend thou above 
My couch, Sweet Heart, and whisper in my ear 
That blessed word, God given, — God is — Love. 
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II. 

i^unHas Ebening. 

T ET it not grieve thee, Dear, to hear me say 

"^ 'T is false that absence maketh the fond heart 

More fond ; that when alone, and far apart 

From thee, I love thee more from day to day. 

Not so ; for then my heart would ever pray 

For longer separation, that I might 

In absence from thee gain the utmost height 

Of love unrealized ; nor would I stay 

In my swift course, but ever onward press, 

Until mine eager hand should touch the goal 

Of possible passion. Did I love thee less, 

Then might I love thee more ; but now my soul 

Is filled throughout with perfect tenderness ; 

No part of me thou hast^ but the full whole. 



246 31 tatmot filing to tt)tt^ 



>9 



III. 

T CANNOT sing to thee as I would sing 

If I were quickened like the holy lark 
With fire from Heaven and sunlight on his wing, 

Who wakes the world with witcheries of the dark 
Renewed in rapture in the reddening air. 

A thing of splendor I do deem him, then, 
A feathered frenzy with an angel's throat, 
A something sweet that somewhere seems to float 

'Twixt earth and sky, to be a sign to men. 
He fills me with such wonder and despair ! 

I long to kiss thy locks, so golden bright, 
As he doth kiss the tresses of the sun. 
Oh, bid me sing to thee, My Chosen One,' 

And do thou teach me. Love, to sing aright ! 
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IV. 

"TXEAR Love, thou art so far above my song, 
"■^ It is small wonder that it fears to rise, 
Knowing it cannot reach my paradise ; 
Yet ever to dwell here my thoughts among, 
Nor try its upward flight, would do thee wrong. 
What time the lark soars singing to the skies, 
We know he falters, know the sweet song dies, 
Xhat fain would reach Heaven's gate, sustained and 
strong. 

But angels bending from the shining brink 
Catch the faint note, and know the poor song fails. 

Having no strength to reach their Heavenly height ; 
So listen thou, Belovfed, and so think, — 
More for the earth than Heaven his song avails, 

Yet sweetest heard when nearest to God's light. 
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V. 

IV/I Y heart shall be thy garden. Come, My Own, 
Into thy garden ; thine be happy hours 

Among my fairest thoughts, my tallest flowers, 
From root to crowning petal, thine alone. 
Thine is the place from where the seeds are sown 

Up to the sky enclosed, with all its showers. 

But, ah, the birds, the birds ! Who shall build 
bowers 
To keep these thine ? O Friend, the birds have flown. 
For as these come and go, and quit our pine 

To follow the sweet season, or, new-comers, 

Sing one song only from our alder-trees, 
My heart has thoughts which, though thine eyes hold 
mine, 

Flit to the silent world and other summers. 

With wings that dip beyond the silver seas. 
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vi. 

TDELOVED, thou hast brought me many flowers 

^-^ Plucked in the garden, all the summer through 

And winter, and it seemed as if they grew 

In this close room, nor missed the sun and showers. 

So, in the like name of that Love of ours, 

Take back these thoughts which were unfolded too, 

And which on warm and cold days I withdrew 

From my heart's ground. Indeed, these beds and 

bowers 
Be overgrown with bitter weeds and rue, 
And wait thy weeding : yet here 's eglantine. 
Here 's ivy I take them, as I used to do 
Thy flowers, and keep them where they shall not pine ; 
Instruct thine eyes to keep their colors true, 
And tell thy soul their roots are left in mine. 
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VII. 

QBcHnaaias iWommfl. 

/^ THOU Beloved ! in whose eyes I read 

^"^ A ready strength to meet my utmost need, 

I ponder, sometimes (noting thy content 

With this small life of mine, which thou hast bent 

To all of lofty purpose it can claim 

By thine uplifting praise, or tender blame), 

I wonder, sometimes, hast thou ever thought 

How with thyself my conscious life is wrought? 

That thou the centre art, the clasp and stay 

Of past and future and the glad to-day ! 

As dim horizon binds a shoreless sea, 

My widening life is bound and arched by thee ; 

And, lighting all this Heaven that holds my heart. 

Gladness and joy and warmth and sun thou art ! 
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VIII. 

A SK me not which of all my songs is thine ! 
^^ Ask of the spring, when first the blossoms stir, 
Which of their fairy pennons waves for her ; 
Ask of the night what star of all that shine 
Is her own signet, peerless and divine ; 
Ask of the sun which purple follower 
Among the clouds is his sole worshipper. 
Lifting at dawn his colors and his sign. 

As stars are bom of night, as flowers of spring, 
As clouds the vivid hues of sunlight wear, 
And all an equal rank and kinship know, — 
So is thy memory the awakening, 
The living warmth, the radiance large and fair 
In which all songs of mine to utterance grow. 
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. IX. 

TVyT Y Love, I have no fear that thou shouldst die ; 

'*' Albeit I ask no fairer life than this 
Whose numbering-clock is still thy gentle kiss, 
While time and peace with hands enlock^d fly. 
Yet care I not where in eternity 
We live and Love, well knowing that there is 
No backward step for those who feel the bliss 
Of faith as their most lofty yearnings high ; 
Love hath so purified my being's core, 
Beseems I scarcely should be startled, even 
To find some morn that thou hadst gone before ; 
Since with thy Love this knowledge, too, was given, — 
Which each calm day doth strengthen more and more, — 
That they who Love are but one step from Heaven. 
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X. 

T LOVE thee for thyself, thyself alone ; 

Fpr that great soul, whose breath most full arid rare 
Shall to humanity a message bear. 
Flooding their dreary waste with organ tone ; 
Tlie truth that in thine eyes holds starry throne 
And coins the words that issue from thy lips, 
Heroic courage that meets no eclipse, 
And humbler virtues on thy pathway strown, — 
These love I so, that if they swift uprise 
To sure fulfilment in more perfect spheres. 
Still will I listen underneath the skies 
For thy new song, with seldom dropping tears, 
And 'midst my daily tasks of Love will wait 
The angel death, guardian of Heaven's gate. 
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XI. 

"^ O depth, Dear Love, for thee is too profound ; 

There is no farthest height thou may'st not dare, 
Nor shall thy wings fsiil in the upper air : 
In funeral robe and wreath my past lies wound : 
No old-time voice assails me with its sound, 

Hearing thine I hear ; no former joy seems fair ; 

And now one only thing could bring despair ; 
One grief, like compassing seas, my life surround ; 

One only terror in my way be met ; 
One great eclipse change my glad day to night ; 
One phantom only turn from red to white 

The lips whereon thy lips have once been set : 
Thou knowest well, Dear Love, what that must be, — 
The dread of some dark day unshared by thee. 
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XII. 

iFriUas £)jening. 

/^ LOVE, it may not be ; our weary feet 
^^ Must learn to walk apart, and seek to hide 
In what is right all other thought beside. 
And yet to us is given a life complete ; 
For, like two brooks, whose waters never meet. 
But in their joyous course flow side by side 
Until they mix at length in ocean's tide, — 
So may we too our various ways entreat, 
And passing on together through life's waste. 
Not one, but two, yet seeming to be one. 
So pure our faith, so high our hope to win, 
Find at the last our wandering paths so traced, 
That into Heaven's great ocean they shall run, 
And there our lives may meet, and know no sin. 
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XIII. 

T OVE, wilt thou love me still when wintry streak 
"^ Steals on the tresses of autumnal brow ; 
When the pale rose hath perished in my cheek, 
And those are wrinkles that are dimples now ? 
Wilt thou, when this fond arm that here I twine 
Round thy dear neck to help thee in thy need, 
Droops faint and feeble, and hath need of thine. 
Be then my prop, and not a broken reed ? 
When thou canst only glean along the past, 
And gamer in thy heart what time doth leave, 
Oh, wilt thou then to me, Love, cling as fast 
As nest of April to December eave ; 
And, while my beauty dwindles and decays, 
Still warm thee by the embers of my gaze ? 
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XIV. 

'T'HERE will be silence here, Love, in the slow 

Long summer months when there are none to break 
The stillness with the laugh of those who wake 
New-bom each day to joy ; and yet I know 
The stillness cannot be so still, or grow 
So deeply soundless, but that for my sake 
The memory-haunted, lonely rooms will take 
Some echo of my vanished voice ; even so, 
Amid the scenes to which I liave no choice, 
But go without thee, Dearest, there will be 
No gayety so gay, no glad light glee 
Wherein with others I, too, must rejoice, 
But through it all my heart will make for me 
Silence, wherein I shall but hear thy voice. 



17 
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FINALE. 

T^HIS work of love is done. 
"^ This work, not Love ; 
For Love itself can never finished be ! 



Belovbd, read between these lines I write 
Love such as never felt before by Thee ; 
And from each word and thought I here indite, 
Know thou the inmost of my Love, — the me. 

This work of love is done, 

But not so Love ; 
For Love, My Love, can never finished be. 



Slnderejs* 



INDEX TO TITLES. 



♦ 

s 

Pagr 

A Baby's Smile lo 

A Birthday .158 

A Child's Path 211 

A Disappointment 178 

Ad Matrem 160 

A Dream of the Sea Foam 182 

A Fantasy 42 

A Farewell 64 

A Farewell 127 

A Feather 96 

A Husband's Homily 47 

All Four 124 

A Love-Letter 188 

A Mother's Advice 137 

A Mother's Grief 186 

A Mother's Heart-Cry 236 

A Mother's Name 15 

An Ideal 139 

An Interior 30 

An Unmarked Festival 204 

A Picture 104 

A Prayer to Sleep 90 

A Proverb Proved 61 

A Rose 57 

Ask Me not Which 251 

A Song of Spring and Autumn 129 



262 ^nt^tv to titUg. 

Page 

A Song of the Years 103 

At the Last 179 

A Week of Sonnets 243 

A Wish loi 

A Woman's Love Dream 212 

Baby, or Bird 4 

Baby's Letter 100 

Baby's Stocking 156 

Beloved, thou hast Brought 249 

Child and Poet 221 

Child Angels 202 

Childhood's Castles in the Air 92 

Children's Slumber Song 41 

Child's Faith 80 

Christmas 232 

Circe 4^ 

Constancy « 7 

Counting Baby's Toes 43 

Daddy 72 

Day-Dreams 26 

Dear Love, Thou art so far 247 

December 200 

Dolly 24 

Do You Remember? 117 

Dream Kisses 33 

Eighteen 162 

Epipsychidion 166 

Epithalamion . • . 98 

Epithalamium 29 

Eutopia 94 

Fairer than Thee 56 

Fides Amantis 237 



In&ep to titltg. 



263 



Pagb 

Finale , 258 

Five 119 

Friends 183 

Gardening 88 

Go from Me 174 

Going out with the Tide 138 

Goldilocks 60 

Good-Night 224 

Grandpa and Bess - . 240 

Happiest Days 170 

Happy Love 66 

Heartsease 34 

Her Attractions 220 

Her Face . » • • * 82 

Her Story 1 10 

(lis Share and Mine 58 

Husband and Wife 81 



Cannot Sing to Thee 

f I had but Two Little Wings 

f Only 

Love Thee for Thyself 

Love You so 

n a Dream Ship 

n Anniversario Mortis 

ncense • 

ndian Summer 

nevitable 

n Fairy-Land 

n Shadow 

n the Evening 

ntrospection 

Shall be with Thee . 

Wish I could Remember that First Day . 



246 

'57 
171 

253 
230 

173 
228 

53 
116 

51 
12 

16 

91 

50 

134 

141 



264 3|n&eF to titltg. 

Page 
July . . 2 



t 



Kissing her Hair 90 

Laurestinus 8 

Let it not Grieve Thee 245 

Little Boy 37 

Little Boy Blue 16 

Little Boy Blue 65 

Little Brown Hands 28 

Little Dames and Men 86 

Little Sorrow 142 

Longings 36 

Love and Age 68 

Love Ceremonious 77 

Love Hiding 180 

Love Knows but Ultimates . 55 

Love Me a Little 3? 

Love not Me 44 

Love's Almanac 49 

Love's Dawn 131 

Love's Language 63 

Love, wilt Thou Love Me 256 

Lullaby 58 

Maiden, Wife, Mother 149 

Marjorie's Kisses 123 

Maternity 140 

Motherhood r 230 

My ChUdren 18 

My Heart shall be Thy Garden 248 

My Jim 135 

My Love, I have no Fear 252 

My Mother 20 

My Mother's Picture 22 

My Mother's Portrait 143 

My Song 78 



3|naeF to tidti. 265 

Pagb 

My Song . . . .^ \ . . . . 226 

My Wife 207 

No Black for Me 234 

No Depth, Dear Love 254 

November 154 

Now 4 

"Now I Lay Me Down to Sleep" 122 

Oh, Praise Me not with your Lips 206 

Old and Young 181 

O Love, it may not Be 255 

On a Miniature of My Wife 5 

On Appledore 31 1 

Only 227 

O Thou Beloved 250 

Oh, Touch Me Not 87 

Out of Childhood 107 

Prayer 235 

Premonition 136 

Recollection 205 

Rest 177 

Reunion 27 

Rich or Poor 229 

Rondel 203 

September 76 

Seven Times Four, — Maternity 6 

Silence 121 

Song 106 

Song 165 

Soul, Heart, and Body 109 

Spirit to Spirit 160 

Summer in the Heart 222 

Summer's Return 67 



266 ^ntitr to titUg. 

Page 

Summer Twilight 79 

Surrender 159 

Sweetest, I Fain would Whisper 244 

Sympathy 184 

The Aftermath 40 

The Beautiful Land of Nod 97 

The Children 144 

The Children in the Moon 44 

The Dividing Gulf 147 

The Double Shadow 231 

The First Snow-Fail 184 

The First Tryst 133 

The Follower ■ 216 

The Footpath 54 

The Gate 174 

The Hereafter 130 

The Love of Later Years 150 

The Married Lover 201 

The Meeting in the Lane 52 

The Playmate Hours 178 

There will be Silence here 257 

The Royal Guest 146 

The Sea-Shell 62 

The Secret 214 

The Two M)rsteries 132 

The Wounded Daisy 208 

The Yellow Pane 176 

This Work of Love is Done 258 

To-day in a Garden 48 

To-Morrow 112 

To My Wife 3 

To My Wife 163 

To One Who would make a Confession 169 

To the Beloved 11 

To the Best Beloved 21 

To the Loved One 155 



\ 
\ 



W^itv to titlti. 267 

Page 

Tucking the Baby in , . 128 

Turning the Flowers .' 233 

Wait and See » . . 102 

Waiting 95 

Weighing the Baby 218 

What is My Baby made of? 11 1 

When Our Two Souls S5 

Why? 126 

Willing 22 

With a Rose 63 

Withered Flowers 70 

With Trumpet and Drum . . . • 148 

Wooing 118 

Year after Year 14 



INDEX OF AUTHORS. 



[In the following pages the figures in heavy type refer to pages in Vol II., 

the others to Vol. I.] 



Page 
Abbot, Edgar Wade . i68 
Aide, Hamilton 29, 125, 215, 91 
Alcott. Louisa May . 20, 200 
Aldricn, Anne Reeve 145, 192 
Allen, Elizabeth Anne 
Chase-Akers, " Florence 

Percy" 158 

Anagnos, Julia R. ... 155 
Anderson. Mary Eleanor . 33 
Arnold, George . 119, 50, 64 
Austin, Alfred . . Z09, 256 

Bailey, Philip James . . 209 
Barr, Matthias- .... 138 
Barton, Bernard . . . .150 
Bates, Arlo . . .97, z6, 37 
Bayley, Thomas Haynes . 1X7 
Beatty, Pakenham ... 30 
Beers, Ethelinda Elliot, 

"Ethel Lynn" ... 218 
Bennet, W. Cox .... 5 
Bensel, Anna Berry . . . 1 1 1 
Bensel, James Berry . 69, Z43 
Birckhead, William Hunter 30, 

72, 236, 255 
Blake, Mary Elizabeth Mc- 

Grath A^, 49 

Blind, Mathilde .... 182 
Bloede, Gertrude . . • . i lO 
Blunt, Wilfrid Scawen 59, 32, 

169, 228 
Bolle, James Ashcroft . . 245 
Bonar, Horatius .... 176 
Bondi, Clementi, translated 

by James Glassford . . 47 



230, 85, 174, 249 
>bert . . 85, 4 



Pagb 

Booth, Mrs 134 

Bourdillon, Francis William 181, 

203 
Boyeson, Hjalmar Hjorth . 193 
Brackett, Anna C. . . . 47 
Bradley, Mary E. ... 34 
Brainerd, John Gardner 

Calkins 29 

Brine, Mary D IZI 

Bronson, Clara W. . . . 26 
Brooke, Stopford Augustus 214 
Browne, Marie Hedderwick 173, 

183, 186, 202, 226, 229 
Browning, Elizabeth Barrett 33, 

2' 

Browning, Rot 

Buchanan, Robert . . 44, 237 

Buck, Mary K 144 

Buckingham, John . . . 226 
Bulwer-Lytton, Edward 

Robert, * 'Owen, Meredith " 219 

Bunner, Henry Cuyler . . 80 

Campion, Thomas ... 98 
Canton, William .... 53 
Cappleman, Josie Frazee . 44 

Cary, Alice 170 

Chad wick, John White Sy^ 126, 

146 
Chandler, Horace Parker' 40, 54 

135 

Chapin, Maria Bowen . . Z2I 

Cheney, John Vance . . 35 
Clark, Simeon Tucker . . 92 
Clymer, Ella Dietz ... 87 



3(|naeF of jautfjow* 



269 



Page 
Coleridge, Samuel Taylor . 157 
Craik, Dinah Maria Mulock 14 

Crane, Walter 147 

Cutler, J. S 222 

Deland, Margaret . . . 250 

Dobell, Sidney .... 164 

Dodge, Mary Mapes . . 132 

Dorr, Julia Caroline Ripley 198 

Duganne, Augustin ... 42 

"Ethel Lynn." (See Beers.) 

Fane, Julian Charles Henry 27, 

x6o 
Field, Eugene loi, 141, 149, 

65, 148 
Flash, Henry Lynden ... 16 
** Florence Percy." (See 
Allen.) 

Garland, Hamlin . . . . 128 
Gerson, Felix Napoleon . 3 
Glyndon, Howara . . . 151 
Going, Charles Buxton . 154 
Goodhue, Isabel . . . . 133 
Gosse, Edmund William 232, 54 
Green, Annie Douglas, 

" Marion Douglas " . . 142 
Greene, Julia Boynton 159, 211, 

230 
Gwynn, S. J 24 

Hallam, Arthur Henry . . 21 

Harrison, Jennie . . . . 116 

Harte, Bret 121 

Hay, John 169 

Hayne, Paul Hamilton . . 177 

Henley, William Ernest . 82 

Hewlett, Henry G. . . , 2 

Higginson, Mary Thacher . 178 

Higham, Mary R. ... 122 

Hinshelwood, Ernest . . 55 
Holland, Josiah Gilbert 10, 42, 

235 
Houghton, Alanson Bigelow 143 

Houghton, Richard Monck- 
ton MiInes,Lord,"Monck- 
ton Milnes " . . . . 4 

Houston, Nettie Power . . 212 



Pagb 
Hovey, Richard . . . .137 
Howe, E. Harriet Siggins . 140 
Howe, Julia Ward . . . 146 
Howells, William Dean . 124 
Hudson, Mary Clemmer 

Ames ^24 

Hunt, James Henry Leigh 205 
Hutcheson, Helen Thayer 48, 107 



Ingelow, Jean . 



6, 60 



fames, William .... 14 

[ewett, Sarah Ome . . . 206 

Tohnson, H. B 184 

[ones, Florence Augusta . 49 

Keary, Annie 92 

Kingsley, Charles . 115,127 
Knowles, James Sheridan . 234 
Krout, Mary Hannah . . 28 

Laighton, Oscar .... 31 
Lanier, Sidney .... 63 
Larcom, Lucy . . 229, 12, 18 
Lathrop, George Parsons ■ 195, 

213, 217 
Lathrop, Rose Hawthorne . 109 
Learned, Walter 57, 95, 100, 

123, 176 
Lincoln, Ellen Fessenden . IIQ 
Linn, Edith Willis ... 131 
Longfellow, Henry Wads- 
worth 37, 204 

Lowell, James Russell 171, 184, 

252 
Lowell, Maria White . . 253 
Lunt, George 199 

MacDonald, George 224, 228, 62 
Mace, Frances Laugh ton . 251 
Mackay, Charles .... 66 
Mackay, Eric 188, 15, 112, 246 
"Marion Douglas." (See 

Green.) 
Marston, Philip Bourke 152, 179, 

, 67, 79, 90, 247 
Marzials, Theophile . . . 200 
Mason, Caroline Atherton 

Briggs 162 

Massey, Gerald . . . 129, 8z 



2^o 



Binder of Buttiord. 



Pagb 
May, Elizabeth Curtis Mc- 

Arthur- za8 

May, Julia H 28 

McCann, John Ernest . . 86 
McCarthy, Justin ... la 
Medici, Lorenzo de, trans- 
lator unknown .... a05 
Meynell, Alice Thompson iz, 

16^, 204, 248 
Miller, Emily Huntmgton . 240 
" Monckton Milnes." (See 

Houghton.) 
Monkhouse, William Cosmo 

82, 178,2x4 
Moore, Clement Clarke . . 232 
Moore, Maude . . . 187, 126 

Morris, Lewis 31 

Morris, Madge .... 58 
Moulton, Louise Chandler 105, 

22,254 

*'MissMulock.'* (See Craik.) 



Nowell, Roden 



180 



O'Donoghue, Nannie Power 233 

Owen, F. M 55 

«*Owen Meredith." (See 
Bulwer.) 

Palgrave, Francis Turner . 63, 

94, 103, 129, Z30 
Parsons, Thomas William 11, 41 
Partridge, Sarah Howard 

Manning 30 

Patmore, Coventry Kearsey 

Dighton 77, 20Z 

Peacock, Thomas Love . 68 
Pennell, H. Cholmondeley 56 
Perkins, Charles £. . . . 20 
Piatt, John James . . . Z33 
Piatt, Sarah Morgan Bryan 126, 
228, 4, 58, 80 
6 

235 
»5 

^n 

143 

50 



Pickens, Anna E. 
Poe, Edgar Allan . . . 
Pollard, Josephine . . • 
Praed,Wmthrop Mackworth 
Preston, Margaret Tunkin . 
Proctor, Adelaide Anne 

Richardson, Abby Sage 



z6 



Pagb 
Riley, James Whitcomb 27, 60, 

65, 181 
Robbins, Alice .... 234 
Rogerson, John Bolton . . Z63 
Rollins, Alice Marland Wel- 
lington X, S2, 57, Z79, 23Z, 257 
Roscoe, William Caldwell . 222 
Rossetti, Christina Geor- 
gia 144. 141 

Rossetti, Dante Gabriel . 89 

Ryan, Abram Joseph . 23, 36 

Sangster, Margaret Eliza- 
beth 7, 220, 4Z 

Sawyer, Mary Jane ... 52 
" Saxe Holm ''.... 46 
Schiller, Johann Christoph 

Friedrich 207 

Scott, William Bell ... 37 
Shakespeare, William . .271 
Shelley, Percy Bysshe 213, z66 
Sherwood, Mary Elizabeth 

Wilson 233 

Shurtlefif, Ernest Warburton 32 
Smith, May Louise Riley . 147 
Soule, John B. L. ... Z2Z 
Spenser, Edmund . . . 117 
Stevenson, Robert Louis 19, 108 
Stoddard, Charles Warren 6z, 136 
Stoddard, Richard Henry 22, 77, 

190, 2Z0 
Stone, Cara E. Whiton . . 153 
" Susan Coolidge." (See 

Woolsey.) 
Sutton, Henry Sq>timus 216, z82 
Swinburne, Algernon Charles 174^ 

196,90 
Symonds, John Addington 94 

Taylor, Bayard .... 194 

Taylor, Henry 231 

Tennyson, Alfred . 95, 166, 58 

Thaxter, Celia .... Z06 

Thomas, Edith M. . . • 22Z 

Thomson, James ... 8 

Timrod, Henry .... z8o 

Upham, Louise S. . . . 24 

Very, Jones 43 



In&ep of jSutliord. 



271 



Pagb 
Waddington, Samud . . 40 
Wakefield, Nancy Amelia 

Woodbury Priest ... 96 
Wakefield, W. Walsham . 235 
Ward, Elizabeth Stuart- 

Phelps 61, 62 

Watson, William .... 147 
Webb, William Trego . . 88 
Webster, Augusta . . 72, 46 
Weir, Arthur Z49 



Pagb 
West, Marjory .... 90 

Westall, John 139 

Wilcox, Ella Wheeler 208, <^i, 

97,206 
Wilson, Olivia Genevieve 

Lovdl .... 78, 139 
Winter, William , .17, 180,53 
Woolsey, Sarah Chauncy, 
"Susan Coolidge'* 106, 120, 
134, 218, 154, 158, 162 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES. 



Page 

Across the pathway, myrtle-fringed 174 

A fairy was mending a daisy 208 

Ah, grown a dim and fairy shade 162 

A little bird once met another bird . . .• 118 

A little child before the shady door 124 

A little human flower grows by my side 230 

A little knight and little maid 12 

All glorious is My Wife to ear and eye 207 

All the lambs in all the folds are sleeping 41 

Amongst the sheaves, when I beheld thee first .... 76 

Among the thistles on the hill 142 

Ask me not which of all my songs is thine 251 

As the inhastening tide doth roll 165 

As through the busy streets I pass 10 

Beloved, thou hast brought me many flowers .... 249 

Be profuse of favors 137 

But as when we have longed to greet 147 

" But a week is so long," he said 119 

"But is he a Baby or a Bird.?" 4 

Come, cuddle your head on my shoulder, Dear .... 97 

Come, Love, into the woods with me 1 2 

Come thou with me, Dear Love, and see the day ... 31 

Darling, what different things declared 203 

Dawn lingers silent in the shade of night 178 

Dead? Not to thee, thou keen watcher 160 



\ 



^nitv of iFir« Mnte. 273 

I Pagb 

Dearest and best I light of my way I 237 

Dearest Heart, the leaves are falling 222 

Dear I if you change, I *11 never choose again .... 7 

Dear little bare feet 43 

Dear little Dolly, pink and white 24 

Dear Love, thou art so far above my song 247 

Dear, there has grown between us, day by day . . . . 121 

Down the chimney Saint Nicholas came with a bound . 232 

Do you remember when you heard 117, 

Drop me a feather out of the blue 96 

Dry leaves upon the wall 1 54 



Each day, Dear One, a poem read iii 

Each day when my work is ended 95 

Eyes shaded gray, wistful, tender 139 

Fairer than thee. Beloved 56 

Gently, no pushing ; there *s room to sit 92 

God gave me children ; so He fed, in part 140 

Go from me. Yet I feel that I shall stand 174 

Goldilocks sat on grass 60 

Good-night, My Love ; I lay me down 224 

Had I a painter's skill 82 

Hang up the Baby's stocking 1 56 

Hearken, Child, unto a story 1 44 

He came ; and down through the gathering shadows . . 49 

Heigh Ho ! dasies and buttercups 6 ' 

He went from me so softly and so soon 58 

Hope, go get your garden dress on, — 88 

How empty seems the firelit room 8 

How is it, I wonder, hereafter ? 50 

" How many pounds does the baby weigh " 218 

. How shall I h^e her placid picture paint 22 

How softly through the window comes the airl . . . . 179 

Hush ! the night is calm and quiet 104 

.18 



274 3Inae)P of ifiwt flintg* 

Page 

I asked my heart to say 63 

I cannot sing to thee as I would sing 246 

If I can bring no tribute of fresh tears 228 

If I had but two little wings 157 

If oft I string sweet thoughts on threads of rhyme . . 3 

If only I once more thy face might see 171 

I hear a footstep in the hall 134 

I love thee for thyself, thyself alone 253 

I love the sound 1 the sweetest under Heaven .... 15 

In a still chamber, a white bed of sleep 136 

In the great world of men 236 

In the season of white wild roses 129 

I played with you 'mid cowslips blowing 68 

I pray so ill I am ashamed to pray 235 

I saw two clouds at morning . • 29 

I sit beside my gentle one 42 

It happened thus : The other day 178 

I think of thee 20 

It was late in summer, and the grass again 40 

It would have been so easy, O my own 36 

I wish I could remember that first day 141 

Just within the cottage door 26 

Keep your undrest, familiar style 77 

Kissing her hair, I sat against her feet . . . r . . . 90 

Last night a little rose of Love was laid 57 

Last night, — all night sweet slumber fled my eyes . . 131 

Let it not grieve thee, Dear, to hear me say 245 

Listen, Darling, and tell to me 62 

Little boy, whose great, round eye ... .... 37 

Lo, here am I, a palette, and I w;ut 159 

Long ago on a bright spring day 181 

Love casts no shadow, for the sun is high 231 

Love, give me one of thy dear hands to hold .... 177 



3|nDeF of iFiwt Mnte* 275 

Page 

Love is a flower 155 

Love knows but ultimates ; for Love is deep .... 55 

Love me a little, — love me as thou wilt ...... 32 

Love not me for comely grace 44 

Love was playing hide-and-seek 180 

Love, wilt thou love me still when wintry streak . . .256 

Marjorie laughs, and climbs on my knee 123 

Music and frank incense of flowers belong 160 

My Dear, My Friend, I have no words for pleading . • 230 

My Fairest Child, I have no song to give you .... 127 

My heart shall be thy garden. Come, My Own . . . 248 

My Love, I have no fear that thou shouldst die ... 252 

My soul with others' woes was bowed and sore . . . . 211 

No black for me, Dear Love, when I am dead .... 234 

No depth. Dear Love, for thee is too profound .... 254 

" Now I lay me down to sleep " 122 

Now is My Love all ready forth to come 98 

O Best Beloved, it were a bliss 21 

Of all the bonny buds that blow 34 

Oft on the recollection sweet I dwell 205 

Oh, leave the past to bury its own dead 169 

Oh, not more subtly silence strays 11 

Oh, praise me not with your lips, Dear One 206 

Oh, proudly I stood in the rare sunrise 81 

Oh, the Child a poet is 1 221 

Oh, there are happy angels 202 

O Love, it may not be ; our weary feet .' 255 

O Love I O Love I O gateway of delight ! 112 

O Love, when life was young I knew 91 

Once more I walked *mid summer days, as one .... 67 

Only a baby 227 

Only a little thread of gold no 

Only a string of cold white pearls 229 



276 3lnae)P of ifirw iiintg* 

Page 

O sleep, to-night be tender to My Love 90 

O Thou Beloved I in whose eyes I read 250 

O Thou, whose precious memory needs no speech ... 16 

O touch me not, unless thy soul 87 

Our path looks out on the wide sea 54 

Out in the country, where two roads met 233 

Out of your whole life give but a moment 1 4 

Over her shoulder departing Summer 116 

Raise me up in bed. Wife 13S 

She has no dazzling charms, no classic grace .... 220 

She passes in her beauty bright. 214 

She pulls a rose from her rose-tree 133 

She sailed away one summer day 173 

She whom you loved and chose is now your bride ... 47 

Sigh not, fair Mother, as thou seest 130 

Since the sweet knowledge I possess 66 

Six tiny pearls, all in a row . 135 

Some natures seem, like days in early spring 79 

Soul, heart, and body, we thus singly name 109 

Strange are the memories, O withered flowers .... 70 

Sweet and low, sweet and low 58 

Sweetest, I fain would whisper in thine ear 244 

The dark-fringed eyelids slowly close 128 

Their little language the children 63 

The lamp burned bright on the table 30 

The little toy dog is covered with dust 65 

The melody of birds is in her voice 149 

There is a garden where lilies 94 

There 's a feast undated yet . , 204 

There 's a something about the word " Daddy " . . . . 72 

There 's a song in my heart, Dear Love 78 

There was a stream, low-voiced and shy 107 

There will be silence here, Love, in the slow 257 



3|nBei: of ifir^f tlined. 277 

Pagb 

These beautiful tales I trust are true 80 

The snow h^d begun in the gloaming '^ ....... 184 

The west wind, laden with fragrance, blows 64 

The wind wails sadly from the distant seas 22 

They are a beauteous family 18 

They drive home the cows from the pasture 28 

They err who deem Love's brightest hour 1 50 

They tell me I am shrewd with other men 146 

They tell us, Love, that you and I 170 

This hath all been before ; and thou and I 27 

This sheet, covered with idle, trailing lines 100 

This work of love is done 258 

Thou art mine forever, Dearest, thou art mine forever . 103 

Through the day, when the children are round me . . . 144 

Thy cheek is pale with many cares ., 163 

To a great wide city, all alone 186 

To-day in a garden I heard a complaining 4B 

To-day I was so weary, and I lay 51 

To-day, what is there in the air 200 

True Heart, upon the current of whose love 53 

True Love in this differs from gold and clay . .' . . . 166 

Two bright heads in the comer 240 

Two stood upon a high, commanding hill 184 

Under the haystack Little Boy Blue 16 

We all have waking visions ; I have mine 212 

We are such friends, my little girl and I 1^3 

We have a youngster in the house 216 

We know not what it is. Dear 132 

We must all remember when 86 

We sail towards evening's lonely star 106 

We stood, both silent, by the sounding sea 182 

We were to meet at sunset down the lane 52 

What did the Baby come for ? 126 

What is My Baby made of?. .......... iii 



^ 



V 



